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LTD. 
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.  .  Confectioner  .  . 

Catering  A  Specialty 
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THE  NORTHWAY  STORE 

Smartest  Fashions 

In  COATS,  DRESSES 

and  Ensembles. 

Specially  designed  for  the  Miss 

and  Junior  Miss. 

A  brilliant  showing  of  critically  selected  models,  affording  unlimited 

opportunities  for  individual  choice also  a  complete  assortment 

of  the  important  details  of  the  fashionable  spring  wardrobe. 

Lingerie,  Sweaters,  Hats,  Scarfs, 

Blouses,  Hosiery,    Neckwear,  etc. 

We   cordially   invite   your  inspection. 

John  NORTHWAY  ££ 

240  YONGE  ST.  AT  LOUISA 
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''Collegians!" 

There  are  the  smart  shoes  the 
younger  set  are  wearing. 


Aren't  you  glad  you're  young! 

Aren't  you  glad  you  have  the  type  of  foot  that  looks 
its  frivolous  best  in  a  swagger  Oxford ! 

Spring  has  brought  to  Simpson's  models  with  all  the 
verve  and  vigor  of  youth,  and  these  are  named  "Collegians." 


FOR  BOYS— 

The  "Collegians"  have  rows  of 
jaunty  perforations,  may  be  had  in 
black  and  brown  calf,  and  are  built 
both  Balmoral  and  Blucher  styles. 
Sizes  1  to  51/2-     At  $5. 


FOR  GIRLS— 

The  "Collegians"  are  semi-brogue 
pattern  with  roll  edge  Goodyear 
welted  soles.  In  black  and  brown 
calf,  perforated.  Sizes  2i/o  to  8.  At 
$7.50. 
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Tailored  to  Measure 

I    Clothes  will  give  you  that  feeling  of  confidence  the  well 
jj    dressed  man  knows.    Suits — seasonable  designs   in   wor- 
steds and  tweeds — a  wide  range  of  qualities  and  patterns, 
j    $24.00  to  $35.00.    Satisfaction  or  your  money  back. 


Lennox  &  Go. 


3  STORES 


966  St.  Clair  West 
LL.  8903 


625  St.  Clair  West 
Hill.  8470 


1036  Kingston  Rd.— Ho.  6751 
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refrigeration  has  many  ad- 
vantages. You  have  crystal 
clear  pure  ice  on  hand — in 
pieces  for  the  drinking  water — 
and  cracked  to  use  in  serving 
such  foods  as  oysters,  celery, 
olives,  etc. 

The  popular  hostess  and 
efficient  housewife  uses  ice 
freely. 

KINGSDALE  6181 
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The  Marcel  Shop 

1233  St.  Clair  Ave.  W. 
(Block  West  of  Dufferin  St.) 
Ken.  09.">9  For  Appointment 


We  specialize  in  all  branches    I 
of  Beauty  Culture. 

Service  Guaranteed. 


Book  early  for  your  perman-    I 
ent  wave. 
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A  Tip 
from  Dad 

"You  can  make  no  mistake  in  selecting  any  course  of  study 
offered  at  the  Gregg  College." 

The  same  catalogue  that  so  forcibly  impressed  "dad"  would 
be  a  very  appropriate  addition  to  anyone's  library  who  is  unde- 
cided on  his  or  her  vocation. 

We  will  mail  you  a  copy  free  on  request. 

Telephone  Kingsdale  5588  or  write. 

The  Gregg  College 

Bloor  &  Bay  Sts.  Toronto 
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Oakwood 
Swimming  Club 

910    St.    Clair    Ave.    West 


RACES-SPORTS 

STUNTS 

Every    Wednesday     Evening     Through-  | 
out    the    Season. 

Water    Filtered    Twice    Daily 
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Commodious  Dressing  Rooms 
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,  Equipment 

Swimming  Lessons  Given. 
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EDITORIALS 


Spring  Cleaning 

Commotion!  Upheaval!  Revolution!  Tumult!  Indescribable  con- 
tusion! Hopeless  disorder!  Curtains  down:  Rugs  up.  Pictures  down. 
Ladders  up.  Brushes  here.  Brooms  there.  Pails  there.  Soap  here. 
Nothing  where  it  should  be,  everything  where  it  shouldn't.  That's 
spring  cleaning! 

What  an  uncomfortable,  agitating  period  it  is  while  it  lasts;  but 
afterwards — what  pleasure,  what  glistening  cleanliness.  Inevitable  as 
spring  itself,  spring  cleaning  time  comes,  holds  its  soapy,  watery  sway, 
and  goes  again — doing  immeasurable  good.  At  this  time  old,  unwanted 
things  are  shown  the  door,  and,  perhaps,  new  bright  ones  are  brought 
in.    More  modern  methods  take  the  place  of  the  older  ones. 

But  surely  the  house  is  not  the  only  thing  that  should  be  spring 
.ieaned  ?  The  old  ideas,  the  old  customs  and  notions  need  to  be  turned 
cut  and  turned  over,  the  worthless  thrown  to  the  discard  and  the  worth 
while  brought  up  to  date. 

Do  any  of  us  need  spring  cleaning?  Do  we  need,  now,  to  foreswear 
all  those  very  happy  but  rather  aimless  months  and  copy  up  missed 
notes  and  get  ready  generally  for  those  Ides  of  June,  hovering  before  us, 
threatening,  mocking  inevitable?  But — stop — perhaps  it  would  be  bet- 
ter if  we  left  this  part  of  the  matter  to  the  searchings  of  our  own  con- 
science and  say  no  more  about  it.  We  might  mention,  though,  that  the 
cleaning  up  is  bound  to  be  very  uncomfortable,  rather  disconcerting,  and 
needs  immense  courage. 

Of  course,  our  teachers  at  Oakwood  do  not  need  much  spring  clean- 
ing. They're  at  it  continually.  Isn't  Mr.  Dunkley  always  mixing  up  a 
little  of  the  modern  jazz  with  the  old  musty  classic — and  Mr.  Robb,  the 
amusing  with  the  serious,  with  his  delightful  little  jokes  that  often 
lift  us  from  the  despairs  of  Algebra  and  Trig.  And  don't  we  love  Mr. 
Hanna  to  brighten  our  classes  with  interesting  little  events  that  are  go- 
in"  on  under  our  very  noses — to  make  our  history  live — in  other  words 
to  spring  clean  it. 

Of  course  we  need  dusting,  scrubbing,  polishing — everyone  does — 
every  thing  does.  But — Oh,  bother, — all  this  is  moralizing.  T'd  better 
g  i  and  beat  those  rugs! 
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$abe  W&t  been  too  ^Drosperoug? 

As  new  schools  are  set  up,  and  old  ones  increase  in  size,  there  is 
arising  with  swelling  magnitude  a  spirit  of  antagonism  toward  Oakwood. 
This  is  a  hard  statement  to  make,  but  it  is  a  true  one.  For  many  years 
we  have  revelled  in  an  unbroken  string  of  championships;  our  organ- 
izations have  hummed  with  activity,  and  a  zealous  spirit  permeated  the 
school.  But  perhaps  in  the  midst  of  our  conquests,  we  have  neglected 
the  fostering  of  goodwill  between  collegiates,  and  if  we  have  done  so, 
we  have  neglected  a  duty,  and  an  opportunity. 

Our  rivals  are  noting  with  unconcealed  satisfaction  the  dwindling 
of  our  championships,  the  weakening  of  our  school  spirit,  the  slow 
throttling  of  our  societies.  And  they  have  a  real  ground  for  it!  We 
must  admit,  unwilling  as  we  may  be,  that  we  have  won  only  one  inter- 
collegiate title  this  year,  for  which  all  schools  were  in  competition,  and 
that  such  a  record  is  not  in  keeping  with  that  of  former  years.  The 
Senior  Literary  Society  has  peacefully  passed  away,  perhaps  of  old  age; 
the  once-attempted  Boys'  Club  died  in  its  infancy.  Our  athletic  prowess 
is  apparently  wasting  away  (no,  not  galloping  consumption!)  Only  the 
Junior  Lit.  and  that  splendid  body,  the  Girls'  Club,  continue  to  uphold 
the  honour  and  fame  of  Oakwood. 

The  question  is,  what  are  we  going  to  do  about  it?  The  answer  is 
apparent.  We  must  build  up  new,  healthy  organizations  with  "pep  and 
power."  This  we  are  doing;  the  Dramatic  Group  and  the  Glee  Club  are 
making  a  courageous  stand  in  founding  such  strong  societies.  We  must 
strengthen  the  pioneers  that  remain.  We  must  build  up,  encourage,  and 
support  all  our  teams  in  championship  quests.  Above  all  we  must  pull 
ourselves  up  from  the  lethargy  which  appears  to  be  upon  us ;  we  must 
realize  that  Oakwood  must  lead,  not  follow.  Our  watchword  and  our 
motto  (to  sum  up  my  whole  meaning)  must  be  "Oakwood,  wake  up!" 


&bberttsing 

There  are  youths  in  this  school  who  spend  their  afternoons  and 
Saturdays  tramping  and  riding  about  the  city  searching  for  advertising 
for  your  Oracle.    They  will  walk,  wait  or  argue  for  "ads." 

One  of  these  lads  was  compelled  to  make  six  trips  to  the  office  of 
a  down-town  theatre  before  he  got  what  he  wanted.  Another  went  to 
the  office  of  one  our  advertisers,  and  was  told  to  wait  until  a  certain 
man  returned.     He  had  to  pay  night-fare  on  the  street  car. 

At  least  two  trips  are  necessary  before  you  can  get  some  writing  on 
the  dots.  Then  your  troubles  begin.  You  chase  around  to  some  other 
printer  for  the  advertiser's  "cuts,"  promise  to  have  them  back  soon,  an 
utter  impossibility,  and  get  killed  when  you  bring  him  his  copy  of  the 
Oracle.  His  advertisement  is  in  the  wrong  place,  a  word  has  been  mis- 
placed, anything  and  everything  to  harass  you. 

But  that  is  only  one  side.  Advertisers  are  continually  telling  the 
staff  of  the  Oracle  that  "ads."  in  our  paper  give  highly  satisfactory  re- 
sults. 

You  can  make  it  easier  for  these  self-sacrificing  boys  who  do  so 
much  for  the  Oracle,  by  patronizing  our  advertisers.  Let  it  not  be  said 
of  the  athletic  executive.  "They  take  our  advertising  but  they  will  not 
buy  our  sweat-shirts."  Show  to  the  goods  of  these  men  the  interest 
they  show  in  our  magazine. 

Page  Nine 


THE  OAKWOOD  ORACLE 


&utograpfjs 


"Sandpaper  it  off!"  How  often  have  we  heard  that  command  in  the 
last  few  weeks?  Are  our  desks,  our  books,  and  our  P.T.  shoes  not  cov- 
ered with  these  dreadful  autographs?  Do  not  Mr.  Jackson  and  another 
very  well-known  teacher  make  our  lives  hideous  nightmares  because  of 
them? 

Surely  it  is  no  crime  to  inscribe  our  names  thus  indelibly  on  the 
tops  of  those  desks  from  which  we  rise,  sometimes  in  fear  and  tremb- 
ling— sometimes  to  hurl  missiles  at  a  studious  one  who  appears  too  intent 
on  absorbing  the  knowledge  from  his  text  books.  May  not  our  auto- 
graphs, so  skilfully  written,  prove  an  inspiration  to  students  yet  to 
come? 

"Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us. 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime 
And  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footprints  in  the  sands  of  time." 

Although  at  the  moment,  few  of  us  contemplate  leaving  footprints 
in  the  sands  of  time  for  the  encouragement  and  inspiration  of  posterity, 
still  we  do  enjoy  and  benefit  by  our  school  associations. 

The  unselfish  manner  in  which  our  instructors  perform  their  often 
difficult  duties,  should  inspire  us  to  greater  efforts  to  carve  our  names, 
not  merely  upon  our  desks,  but  rather  upon  the  scroll  that  at  the  end 
of  our  school  days  will  mark  the  success  which  we  have  attained. 

The  memory  of  the  years  spent  at  Oakwood  will  ever  be  refreshed 
by  the  sight  of  the  names  of  our  school  mates  so  artistically  (?)  in- 
scribed on  the  pages  of  the  Oracle.  Some  of  them  may  attain  positions 
of  great  responsibility  in  life,  thereby  not  only  bringing  credit  to  them- 
selves, but  reflecting  honour  upon  the  school  of  which  we  are  so  justly 
proud. 


&ci)ool  &pirit==£lgain! 

Much  has  been  said  in  our  halls  during  the  year  now  closing  con- 
cerning school  spirit,  how  it  was  becoming  a  thing  of  the  past  and  how 
the  lack  of  it  was  slowly  but  surely  undoing  all  the  good  work  of  "those 
who  went  before."  This  rumour  is  enough  to  stop  anyone's  clock — 
sufficient  cause  for  fear — and  incentive  enough  to  make  the  slowest  of 
us  quicken  our  pace.    But  is  our  school  spirit  dead? 

Exactly  six  years  ago,  in  the  Spring  edition  of  our  Oracle,  someone 
wrote  an  inspiring  and  awful  editorial  on  this  same  subject.  He  de- 
clared that  school  spirit  was,  at  that  time,  at  its  lowest  ebb  and  pointed 
out  the  merits  of  the  school  when  he  first  entered  it.  From  his  point 
of  view  Oakwood  was  doomed  to  become  but  a  name  in  a  very  few  years. 

So  you  see,  even  in  that  period,  the  same  old  battle  was  being 
waged,  and  yet  we  have  managed  to  keep  on  our  feet  and  gain  the  envy 
of  all.  It  is  an  established  fact  that  there  is  always  someone  possessed 
with  the  idea  that  our  patriotism  is  not  as  it  used  to  be;  perhaps  that 
will  always  be  the  case.  Of  course  there  may  be  grounds  for  some  of 
it.  Our  teams  are  so  used  to  "walking  away"  with  all  honours,  that 
when  they  do  manage  to  suffer  defeat,  everyone  becomes  a  pessimist. 
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Oakwoodites ! — our  school  continues  and  will  continue  its  climb  up- 
ward from  honour  to  honour,  every  year  attaining  something  coveted 
by  all.  If  there  has  been  a  lack  of  school  spirit  in  the  past,  see  that 
there  is  plenty  of  it  in  the  future,  remembering  always  that  it  takes  more 
than  "school  spirit"  to  achieve  success. 


0m  Pops' Club 

The  fact  that  Oakwood  Collegiate  contains  no  Boys'  Club  is  an  admis- 
sion that  we  girls  are  better  organizers  and  managers  than  the  boys. 
Our  brawny  hockey  and  rugby  heroes  fade  away  when  the  season  for 
their  sport  is  past.  Is  there  no  way  to  bring  the  influence  of  these  and 
others  into  contact  with  our  daily  school  life? 

The  boy  who  has  no  interest  in  sport  or  who  could  not  make  a  school 
team  would  be  vitally  interested  in  a  movement  of  this  sort.  To  him  it 
might  mean  many  a  pleasant  afternoon  or  evening  passed  away  engaged 
in  the  pursuit  of  his  hobby  with  another  member  of  the  "Club."  We 
might,  of  course,  have  a  Little  Brothers'  Club  Society,  and  such  like,  but 
the  boys  of  1940  would  be  constantly  reminded  of  the  fact  that  we,  the 
girls,  were  the  first  to  form  such  an  organization.  The  meaning  of  the 
word  "club"  will  convey  our  purpose  to  you.  "A  club  is  a  number  of 
persons  associated  for  a  common  purpose  or  mutual  benefit."  (Should 
Mr.  Brown  or  Mr.  Hanna  read  this  article  the  definition  was  taken  from 
Webster's  dictionary) — surely  among  our  great  number  of  boys  there 
are  many  different  hobbies  and  if  the  boys  following  the  same  hobby 
got  together ? 

We  might,  for  example,  have  in  the  club  a  Philatelist  Society.  For 
the  benefit  of  first-formers  this  means  a  stamp-collecting  society  (also 
Webster's  dictionary).  The  number  of  boys  around  the  school  engaged 
in  this  fascinating  pursuit  are  innumerable.  Then  perhaps  a  checker 
or  crokinole  society  for  the  indoor  lad  or,  a  skiing  or  tobogganing  club 
for  the  one  who  enjoys  the  great  outdoors. 

The  great  aim  of  the  club  would  be  not  to  detract  from  school 
work  but  merely  to  make  the  school  a  more  pleasant  and  happier  place 
for  the  average  boy. 

What  do  you  think  about  it? 


education  anb  Wlav 

Education  has  been  defined  as  the  discipline  of  the  intellect.  It 
forms  character  and  through  it  one  recognizes  standards  of  good  judg- 
ment.    Likewise  in  it,  I  believe,  lies  the  prevention  of  war. 

We  have  had  the  experience  of  war  and  we  all  know  the  tragic  re- 
sult of  physical  combat.     Practically  everyone  is  eager  to  prevent  war. 

Let  us  look  at  the  nations  of  the  world  to-day.  We  see  that  in  those 
countries  where  the  standard  of  education  is  high,  there  is  government 
by  the  people  and  not  by  a  sovereign  head.  These  countries  have  rid 
themselves  of  the  elements  which  caused  war  in  the  past — the  personal 
ambitions  of  rulers  and  the  enmity  of  one  towards  another. 

The  British  Empire  is  composed  of  colonies  inhabited  by  people  of 
different  race,  religion  and  ideas,  but  we  have  peace  and  unity.  Why  is 
this?  It  is  because  the  mother  country,  through  that  great  teacher  Ex- 
perience, has  learned  that  her  colonies  must  have  their  rights  reserved 
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and  so  it  is  said  that  although  the  Imperial  parliament  can  legally  legis- 
late for  Canada,  practically  it  cannot. 

By  the  bitter  road  of  experience  we  have  been  taught  to  dislike 
war  and  because  we  have  been  educated  by  passing  through  the  last 
great  war,  nations  are  continually  seeking  ways  and  means  by  which 
such  an  experience  can  be  prevented. 

The  mind  of  a  country  is  similar  to  that  of  an  individual.  Educa- 
tion teaches  an  individual  to  respect  the  rights  of  others,  so  education 
will  teach  a  nation  to  respect  the  rights  of  its  fellow  nations,  for  fun- 
damentally is  not  every  war  caused  by  one  nation  usurping  the  rights  of 
another?  With  world  wide  high  standards  of  education  there  would  be 
an  ideal  condition  of  every  nation  respecting  the  rights  of  others. 

From  education  we  obtain  knowledge  and  understanding.  Another 
cause  of  war  has  been  that  nations  do  not  understand  one  another.  The 
international  conflict  in  China  only  a  few  years  ago  was  caused  by  the 
fact  that  the  Chinese  people  could  not  understand  why  foreigners  should 
hold  private  concessions  in  Chinese  territory. 

Education  is  to-day  working  in  a  practical  sense  to  prevent  war. 
Statesman  from  all  the  great  nations  in  the  world  learned  through  ex- 
perience and  training  that  disputes  could  be  more  effectively  settled  by 
conference  than  by  war.  That  knowledge  led  to  the  formation  of  the 
League  of  Nations  which  in  one  year  settled  fifty-eight  disputes,  any 
one  of  which  might  have  caused  war. 

A  great  many  look  upon  education  as  one  of  the  minor  contributions 
to  world  peace.  I  am  of  the  opinion  that  it  stands  first  and  after  that 
let  us  improve  our  economic  relations. 
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"While  all  melts  under  our  feet  we  may  well  grasp  at  any  exquisite 
passion,  or  any  contribution  to  knowledge  that  seems  by  a  lifted  horizon 
to  set  the  spirit  free  for  a  moment,  or  any  strange  stirring  of  the  senses, 
strange  dyes,  strange  colours  and  curious  odors,  or  work  of  the  artist's 
hands,  or  the  face  of  one's  friend.  Not  to  discriminate,  every  moment 
some  passionate  attitude  in  those  about  us  and  in  the  very  brilliancy  of 
their  gifts  some  tragic  dividing  of  forces  on  their  ways  is  on  this  short 
day  of  frost  and  sun  to  sleep  before  evening." 

Walter  Pater  speaks,  a  professor  of  Oxford.  His  quiet  words  il- 
lumine the  meaning  of  the  life  of  school.  School  does  not  mean  text- 
books with,  "if  this  book  should  chance  to  roam" — on  the  fly-leaf.  Nor 
blackboards  weary  with  sentences  scrawled  in  despair  and  corrected  in 
exasperation.  Nor  the  relief  of  bells  each  forty  minutes.  Nor  a  pad 
black  with  detentions.  Nor  a  Dominion  looseleaf  note  book  with  curling 
dirty  pages,  signature  on  the  cover,  and  beneath  it.  A  not  book,  the  more 
in  which  there  is,  the  less  you  may  know  is  in  its  owner's  mind.  Nor 
the  despair  nor  elation  of  a  report.  All  reports  are  untrue.  They  are  as 
far  from  the  reality  of  the  facts  in  the  pupil's  mind  as  the  symbol  o  is 
from  zero.    This  is  what  school  appears  to  be.    It  is  what  school  is  not. 

'i  ii  study  is  to  be  eager.  The  life  of  school  is  the  eagerness  of 
students  to  live.  That  is  why  they  are  at  school,  to  learn  to  live  richly. 
When  we  sense  nothing  physically  or  mentally  we  are  dead.  Read  again 
Walter  Pater's  words.  In  life,  school  is  morning.  Many  sleep  in,  morn- 
ings. All  day  they  have  a  headache.  Students  who  do  not  live  the  life 
uf  school  have  slept.     All  through  life  they  are  bewildered. 
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School  is  the  walking  from  your  house  to  the  yard  gate  in  the  sun, 
ficsh  with  the  air  of  half-past  eight.  The  talk  of  your  friend,  who  is 
walking  with  you.  You  see  a  boy  pass,  books  under  arm,  no  hat,  wide 
trousers.  His  tie  is  red.  A  gift  of  colour  to  your  thought.  A  girl  pass- 
es, hair  blown  about  her  face.  She  wears  a  white  middy,  short  pleated 
skirt.  The  middy's  clean  whiteness,  the  tie's  silken  blackness,  the 
smoothness  of  serge  is  refreshment.  Numbers  pass.  Two  are 
crossing  the  road  by  the  drug  store.  They  have  bought  re- 
fills for  their  note  books.  The  wind  blows  the  pages  of  the 
unwrapped  packages.  One  wears  a  green  coat.  Another  a  red 
tarn.  Your  eyes  drink  the  green  and  red.  Four  are  getting  down  from 
a  street-car.  You  hear  the  grinding-  of  the  car's  stopping.  One  turns 
and  takes  the  books  of  his  friend.  They  talk.  The  magic  of  talk  paints 
their  faces.  One  moves  gracefully.  One  has  the  spasmodic  motion  of 
narrow  heels.  The  school's  swinging  doors  open  and  close  to  the  chang- 
ing multitudinous  crowd.  Three  go  through,  absorbed  in  talk.  There  is 
a  quick  run  up  the  steps.  A  boy's  shoulder  meets  the  backward  swing- 
ing door.  A  push.  He  is  through.  It  flies  back.  Hits  a  small  girl.  Her 
books  go  flying.  Someone  hurries  through  with  a  grip.  That  is  a 
teacher. 

You  come  into  the  classroom.  Boys  fill  the  doorway.  Someone  is 
sitting  near  the  front,  doing  Algebra.  Hullo!  Someone  looking  out  the 
window,  turns.  Hullo!  Your  books  drop  upon  your  desk.  Someone 
looks  up  from  the  desk  behind.  Hullo !  Into  the  cloakroom.  Someone  is 
hanging  his  coat  on  his  special  peg.  Hullo!  You  have  gathered  slow 
smiles,  coming-  down  the  aisle.  Smiles  significant  with  the  multitude  and 
sameness  of  the  days.  The  pleasure  of  discriminating  in  the  tones  of 
voices  in  a  room  filled  with  people.  Infinite  as  the  pleasure  of  hearing 
a  symphony.  Some  day  when  you  write  a  book  about  people,  their  voices 
will  resound  in  the  timbres  heard  in  that  room.  You  give  each  a  cadence 
from  the  tones  which  echo  in  your  head.  You  have  noticed  the  hair  of 
one  girl.  How  the  line  of  it  grew.  The  grace  of  a  boy  leaning  forward, 
his  long  hand  drooping  over  the  desk  edge,  holding  loosely  a  thick  pen. 
The  faint,  blue  blur  of  ink  about  his  fingers. 

Impressions — transient,  bright,  vivid,  in  a  world  of  frost  and  sun. 
The  school  is  full  of  them,  alive  with  them.  Everything  moving  in  swift 
colourful  life.  It  is  this  and  these  we  will  remember.  These  will  grow 
as  flowers  in  our  thought.  Watch  the  flashing  pictures  before  they  are 
lost  in  the  days  that  march  past. 
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The  loitering  lesson  droned ; 
When  all  at  once,  a  vast  surprise, 
A  picture  rose  before  my  eyes 
Did  I  sleep,  I  could  not  tell, 
Yet  I  saw  that  picture  well. 
The  teacher  asked  the  class  to  vote. 
Then  clearly  on  the  board  he  wrote, 
"Home  Work,  yes,  or  Home  Work,  no, 
Something  shook  me  to  the  core, 
And  I  was  sitting  on  the  floor. 

J.  FENELON,  VC. 
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"Awake!  Arise,  Sir  Paladine! 
To-day  you  must  visit  the  lower 
world,  and  cross  with  me  the  sac- 
red styx." 

"Fiddle  Styx!"  drawled  Sir 
Paladine  sleepily.  "Who  are  you, 
anyway?  Oh!  my  head!  What  a 
night !  That  last  case  nearly  finish- 
ed me.  Say,  "with  sudden  horror,'" 
1  didn't  marry  you  last  night,  did 
1?  my  wife  gets  terribly  angry 
when  I  come  home  drunk  and  find 
I've  married  someone." 

"I  am  Charon,  guardian  of  the 
open  spaces,  where  men  are  men 
and  women  are  many.  As  a  mar- 
ried man,  you  must  once  in  your 
life  descend  to  purgatory,  and 
thence  realize,  by  contrast,  the 
blessedness  of  wedlock." 

"Gwan,"  returned  the  knight." 
war  is  hell,  as  Mr.  Sherman  said, 
and  ask  any  married  man  if  mar- 
riage isn't  war.  What  happens  in 
your  old  Hades  place,  anyway?" 

"Every  human  soul  is  given  his 
just  reward." 

"Aw,  your  justice.' 

"What,  Sir  Paladine?"  very 
stern  1.". 

"Er  -  -  -  as  I  was  about  to 
say,  your  justice  welcome  as  can 
be."  Then  recovering  his  "sung 
fried"  he  continued,  "who  are  you 
to  order  me,  a  knight,  around?" 


"Yes,  indeed.  A  peer  who  ap- 
pears to  peer  into  everyone  else's 
business.  Sir  Paladine,  come!" 

Paladine  went. 

"Heavens,  a  three-headed  dog, 
and  he  doesn't  like  me  with  any  of 
them.  What  does  he  do  besides 
guarding  the  entrance,  Charon,  old 
horse?" 

"He  punishes  the  writers  of  bad 
verses,  hurlers  of  biting  satire, 
and  of  course  those  writers  of  his 
particular  aversion." 

"Which  is?" 

"Doggerel,  of  course.  He  dogs 
their  steps  with  dogged  determina- 
tion, but  his  dog-like  devotion  to 
me  is  astounding.  He  is  so  playful. 
Now,  Cerberus,  make  friends  with 
this  nice  man.  He's  only  playing, 
Paladine ;  don't  worry,  be  calm  and 
collected." 

"Yes,  I'd  better  collect  those  .  .  . 
er  ...  articles  of  apparel  he's 
snatched  off.  Oh  well,  they're 
easily  patched.  Isn't  he  friendly!" 
as  he  carefully  removed  the  crea- 
ture's loving  mandibles  from  his 
left  ear."  I  think  there's  something 
tricky  about  this  do?,  he's  worse 
than  two-faced.  By  the  way.  Char- 
on, who  is  yonder  giant  in  that  se- 
cluded cave?" 

"Ah,  one  of  our  best  spectacles! 
Enter!"  and  to    his  astonishment, 
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Paladine  beheld  his  old  companion, 

Jimmy  Greig,  sitting  peacefully  on 
a  hard  bench,  saying  over  and  over 
"Yes,  I  realize  it  was  my  own 
fault,  yes,  you're  entirely  correct, 
yes  sir,  I'll  try  to  do  better,  sir!" 

Approaching  closer,  Paladine 
endeavoured  to  see  the  speaker's 
companion;  closer,  closer;  it  can't 
be!  Surely  not!  Never!  But  yes,  it 
was,  .  .  .  Sweeny  Davis,  (presi- 
dent of  the  Referee's  union,  999 
Queen  Street,  blow  the  whistle  at 
the  door)  saying  over  and  over  to 
himself  the  motto  of  his  society. 

"Never  put  off  next  period,  the 
one  you  can  put  off  now." 

Suddenly  a  gong  rang  and 
solemn  as  judges  and  Deuter- 
onomy, the  two  captives  solemnly 
arose,  and  with  tender  looks  em- 
braced each  other  with  all  the  af- 
fection for  which  they  were 
famous  on  earth.  Marvelling  at  the 
strangeness  of  the  scene.  Paladine 
passed  on  to  the  next  cell.  Here  he 
beheld  another,  a  young  lawyer 
often  called  to  the  Bar,  and  the 
best  halfback  that  ever  punched  a 
nose,  John  Dargavel.  Safely  en- 
sconced on  his  high  pedestal,  and 
perfectly  comfortable  in  his  "tux" 
and  rugby  helmet,  John  was  mut- 
tering feverishly,  "Mr.  Dunkley,  I 
hadda  go  downtown  with  my 
brother. 

Paladine  was  frankly  puzzled. 
"How  can  this  creature  keep  warm 
in  this  cold  cavern  in  an  outfit  like 
that?" 


"Oh,  he's  aping  the  monks  (very 
deep)  and  then  he's  so  wrapped  up 
in  his  studies." 

"Say,  Charon,  1  thought  you  had 
a  place  here  for  punsters,  where 
in  an  opun  room  they  are  suitably 
punished?" 

"We  have  such  a  place,  Sir  Pala- 
dine. One  of  our  romances  started 
on  puns.  A  shabbily  clothed  inmate 
fell  in  love  with  a  beautiful  maid- 
en; he  pressed  his  suit,  he  suited 
her  and  they  were  married  "tout 
de  suite."  Come  on  in,  here  they 
are,  and  to  his  delighted  ears  came 
words  like  these:  "Save  money  in 
the  household  by  the  buy-no-meal 
theorem." 

"May  I     find    sanctuary    here? 
Sanctuary  much." 
"That  Chinese  girl  suits  me  to  a 

tea." 
"My  girl  friend  is  named  Meedy. 
I  took  her  out  on  two  dollars,  im- 
mediate three  dollars'  worth." 

"Well,  Paladine,  what  do  you 
think  of  them?" 

"Well,  well!" 
"Well?" 

"That's  a  deep  'un.' 
"Sir!" 

"In  fact  it's  a  deep  pun" 
"Sir  Paladine!" 

"In  fact  it's  a  d — pun." 

"Sir  Paladine,  you  have  betray- 
ed us.  Infamous  scoundrel,  go!" 
Paladine  went. 

Jonarold. 
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Bouble  llibes 


Birmingham  School  was  by  no 
moans  an  extraordinary  school, 
but  it  boasted  of  two  very  extra- 
ordinary students.  They  were  the 
twin  children  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
John  Pym.  When  John  Pym  was 
married  one  of  his  ambitions  was 
to  have  a  son  whom  he  would 
train,  himself,  to  be  a  star  repor- 
ter as  he  was.  But  God  had  given 
him  a  boy  and  girl  who  resembled 
each  other  to  such  a  degree  that 
excepting  differences  of  clothing 
even  the  mother  would  have  been 
unable  to  decide  which  one  she  was 
looking  at. 

That  was  eighteen  vears  ago  and 
John  Pym  Sr.,  editor'  of  The  Daily 
News  no  longer  had  any  desire  to 
make  his  son  a  reporter,  for  the 
simple  reason  that  his  son  was  un- 
adapted  for  that  type  of  work. 

These  children  of  Pym's  were 
Jack  and  Jill  but  more  than  one 
believed  that  there  must  have  been 
some  juggling  of  names  at  birth. 
The  girl,  Jill,  seemed  to  have  all 
the  masculine  qualities  which  her 
brother  so  noticeably  lacked.  She 
possessed  a  slim  masculine  figure, 
a  boyish  bob,  dark  tanned  skin, 
muscular  arms  and  shoulders,  for 
she  was  the  athlete  of  the  family. 
Jill  was  the  best  swimmer,  the  fin- 
est rider,  the  fastest  runner,  in 
all  she  was  the  foremost  sport  of 
the  school. 

As  for  her  brother,  Jack,  it  was 
very  different.  He  had  never  swam 
a  yard  in  his  life,  he  could  not  run 
to  the  cigar  corner  without  palpi- 
tation of  his  heart,  he  was  afraid 
of  horses  and  loathed  all  sports. 
He  thought  them  rough  and  com- 
mon. Jack  was  an  emotional,  sen- 
suous boy.  effeminate,  paler  than 
his  sister  but  of  the  same  height. 
The  routine  of  practical  life 
wearied  him.  He  disliked  listening 
lo  his  father's  newspaper  talk. 
What  he  loved  most  was  his  brush 
and   easel    to   paint   things    as    he 


believed  them.  He  was  a  worship- 
per of  beauty  with  the  soul  of  an 
artist. 

Rather. against  his  own  feelings 
he  studied  side  by  side  with  his 
popular,  vivacious  twin-sister.  He 
did  not  care  particularly  for  school 
but  being  quite  young  he  had  no 
right  to  choose. 

Two  nights  before  the  Commen- 
cement Dance,  Jack,  in  a  moment 
of  weakness,  had  invited  a  young 
"freshette"  to  the  dance.  The  day 
after  he  was  sorry.  The  night  of 
the  dance  he  was  in  a  state  of  ex- 
asperation. He  did  not  want  to  go. 
He  would  despise  himself  for  re- 
fusing the  girl  but  he  would  do  it 
rather  than  suffer  through  an 
evening  of  impossible  dancing  ac- 
companied by  terrible  clanging 
music.  He  could  not  go  through 
with  it. 

Jill,  his  saviour  so  many  times 
surely  would  not  fail  him  now. 
Let  her  dress  in  his  tuxedo  and 
take  the  girl  to  the  confounded 
dance.  Jill  was  able  to  dance  to 
any  music  and  she  was  such  a  good 
head. 

At  first  Jill  refused.  The  danger 
was  too  great  but  shortly  her  love 
of  advanture  overcame  all  and  she 
began  preparations  for  the  mas- 
querading. 

With  the  aid  of  stacomb,  a 
newly  pressed  tuxedo,  shiny  pat- 
ent leather  shoes  and  a  well  prac- 
tised walk,  Jill  viewed  herself  in 
the  mirror  and  smiled  approval. 

A  half-hour  later  she  stepped 
upon  a  certain  young  girl's  veran- 
dah and  rang  the  doorbell.  The 
"freshette"  was  waiting,  beaming. 
Jill  remarked  upon  her  exquisite 
beauty  that  evening  and  assisted 
her  into  the  family  omnibus.  The 
girl  appeared  thrilled  and  brim- 
ing  with  happiness.  Jill  remained 
cool  and  tried  to  remember  to  low- 
er her  voice. 
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At  the  dance,  Jill  mixed  among 
the  young  men  and  with  all  the 
masculinity  which  she  herself  pos- 
sessed plus  what  she  suddenly  ac- 
quired, "went  over"  magically.  No 
one  could  ever  have  suspected ;  her 
fears  soon  died  away  and  she  en- 
tered with  enthusiasm  into  the 
warmth  and  pleasure  of  the  dance 
as  her  brother  could  never  have 
dreamed  of  doing.  Her  dancing 
was  graceful,  her  leading  strong 
and  it  was  not  long  until  rumour 
spread  that  Jack  Pym,  the  femin- 
ine artist,  had  suddenly  become 
"the  most  marvellous  dancer." 

And  so  the  evening  passed.  Jill 
was  experiencing  the  most  thrill- 
ing adventure  of  her  .young  life. 

It  was  on  the  way  home  that  the 
girl  said  to  her,  "Do  you  know  you 
are  very  deceiving?  I  had  no  idea 
you  were  really  like  this.  You  are 
wonderful."  Scarcely  had  she 
breathed  the  last  words  when  Jill 
felt  her  head  crash  and  a  heavy 
weight  descend  upon  her.  Then 
oblivion. 

The  next  morning,  Jill  opened 
her  eyes  and  gazed  about  her.  It 
was  a  small  room,  all  white.  A 
nurse  entered,  then  memory  re- 
turned. She  had  been  in  an  acci- 
dent. This  was  the  hospital.  What 
a  mixup !  Her  first  words  to  the 
nurse  were  to  inquire  of  the  arirl 
whose  words  were  still  sounding 
in  her  ears.  She  was  more  than  a 
little  relieved  to  hear  that  she  only 
was  injured.  That  helped  at  least. 
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But  where  was  Jack?  Why  didn't 
he  come  to  see  her? 

Suddenly  the  reason  came  to  her 
why  he  was  unable  to  come.  The 
masquerade  was  still  on  and  she 
was  Jack  Pym.  She  felt  the  heavy 
bandages  on  her  head.  It  was  very 
annoying!  The  nurse  insisted  upon 
calling  her  Mr.  Pym.  How  much 
she  would  have  loved  to  hear  some- 
one say,  "Jill,  how  do  you  feel?" 
But  no  one  did. 

Amidst  these  anxieties  the  white 
door  opened  and  Jill  saw  her 
father.  He  came  to  her  and  whis- 
pered "Jill,  what's  all  this  any- 
way? Jack  is  at  home  in  his  stu- 
dio pacing  up  and  down  half  wild. 
The  papers  say  he  was  injured 
pretty  badly  last  night,"  John  Pym 
was  now  a  modern  father.  He 
laughed  to  himself.  Something  was 
amusing  him  very  much. 

But  poor  Jill  felt  herself  becom- 
ing more  and  more  distracted. 
Everything  was  becoming  very 
much  complicated.  She  was  lying 
back,  with  eyes  closed,  mentally 
exhausted  in  this  unnecessary  situ- 
ation. 

However,  time  heals  all  things 
and  in  two  days  Jill  was  brought 
horn  from  the  hospital.  In  the 
school  newspaper,  a  few  days 
later,  there  appeared  a  notice  to 
the  effect  that  Miss  Jill  Pym  had 
been  called  away  to  relations  in 
New  York  for  three  weeks.  And 
thus  ended  one  of  the  Pym  entan- 
glements. 

G.  E.  R.  IVA. 


Helton  Court 


I  had  come  home  to  my  little 
apartment  in  the  Edgeware  Road, 
weary  after  a  more  than  ordinarily 
trying  day  at  the  office.  I  had  had 
my  dinner  before  I  came  home  and 
I  was  pleased  to  find  that  my  little 
maid-of-all-work  had  lighted  a  fire 
in  the  grate,  and  drawn  the  shades. 
My  big  arm   chair  was   near  the 


hearth,  and  I  sank  into  it  with  re- 
lief. Now  for  a  quiet  smoke  and 
my  evening  paper. 

For  half  an  hour  I  read.  It  was 
the  same  old  story — trouble  in  the 
Balkans,  columns  of  scandal  about 
the  Beach  Divorce  Case,  floods  in 
the  West,  and,  as  usual,  financial 
excitement  in  the  United  States — 
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nothing    new.      Suddenly,    in    the 

"Agony  Column,"  the  Personals, 
my  eye  caught  my  own  name, 
"Somerset  Maughan."  This  is 
what  I  read:  "If  Somerset  Maugh- 
an, son  of  the  late  Urban  Maughan, 
of  Montaign  Hall,  Hailyton,  Her- 
fordshire,  will  send  his  present  ad- 
dress to  Welsh  and  Welsh,  Inner 
Temple,  London,  he  will  hear  of 
something  to  his  advantage." 

I  was  greatly  surprised  and  also 
a  trifle  amused.  As  far  as  I  knew, 
my  elder  brothers  had  absorbed 
whatever  property  and  money 
there  had  been  in  the  family.  Per- 
haps it  was  debts  I  had  inherited. 
It  could  scarcely  be  anything  else. 
But  the  spirit  of  adventure  claimed 
me,  as  it  always  did,  and  I  sent  my 
address  to  Welsh  and  Welsh  the 
following  morning.  Promptly  came 
a  request  to  visit  their  office,  and 
promptly  I  went  there.  Two  dear, 
old  gentlemen,  the  brothers  Welsh, 
informed  me  that  by  the  will  of  an 
old  aunt  of  my  mother's,  (bless  me, 
I  had  quite  forgotten  dear  old  Aunt 
Caroline),  I  had  fallen  heir  to  an 
old  property,  Kelton  Court,  in  Dor- 
setshire, on  the  edge  of  the  moors. 
I  signed  the  necessary  papers,  and 
left  with  the  keys  of  the  property 
in  my  pocket  and  explicit  directions 
as  to  its  whereabouts  in  my  mind. 
I  was  told  that  the  house  had  been 
unoccupied  for  some  time.  I  decid- 
ed to  go  down  to  see  it  at  once,  and 
left  London  next  morning. 

All  day  I  drove  through  drizzling 
rain,  hoping  to  reach  Kelton  Court 
before  dark.  I  met  a  peasant  in  a 
quaint  smock,  and  he  informed  me 
that  "Kelton  do  be  just  a  moil  and 
half  o'  that  around  the  bend."  So 
around  the  bend  I  went,  when  sud- 
denly  my  wheels  went  down  in 
mud,  hopelessly  mired.  I  tried 
hard  to  extricate  my  car,  but  in 
vain.  It  was  pelting  rain  by  this 
time,  and  almost  pitch  dark.  I 
couldn't  go  back.  I  must  go  for- 
ward.      Accordingly,     on     foot     I 


struggled  and  splashed  for  a  "moil 
and  half  of  that,"  carrying  my  bag, 
and  lighting  my  way  with  a  power- 
ful flash-light  which  I  had  in  my 
car. 

Eventually,  I  reached  my  destin- 
ation. An  iron  paling  with  an  iron 
gate  set  in  it,  with  "Kelton  Court" 
in  brass  letters  above  it,  enclosed 
the  place.  I  took  out  my  keys  and 
opened  the  gate.  Passing  through 
I  set  my  foot  in  what  seemed  deso- 
lation itself.  Overgrown  with 
weeds,  the  garden  was  a  dreary 
spot,  even  in  the  light  of  my 
"flash."  I  looked  towards  the 
house.  No  sign  of  life  greeted  me. 
The  windows  were  shuttered  fast, 
and  the  whole  aspect  of  the  place 
was  dark  and  forbidding  in  the  ex- 
treme. 

The  thought  of  fear  never  enter- 
ed my  mind.  Physically  I  was 
strong,  and  I  didn't  know  the  mean- 
ing of  nerves,  or  I  thought  I  didn't. 

I  ran  up  the  steps  and  set  my 
key  in  the  lock  of  the  door.  Rust- 
ily  and  grudgingly,  the  wards  drew 
back  under  my  strong  pressure,  and 
I  stood  in  a  fine,  lofty,  dim  old  hall. 
Walking  into  a  room  on  the  right, 
I  found  myself  in  a  library.  I  was 
by  this  time,  very  tired.  A  heavy 
thunderstorm  was  raging  without, 
so  I  decided  to  wait  till  morning  to 
explore  my  new  possession  further. 
I  flung  off  my  heavy  raincoat  and 
looked  around  for  candles.  There 
was  one,  half  burned  down,  in  a 
silver  candlestick  on  the  mantel- 
piece. I  lighted  it,  and  sat  down  in 
a  great  green  leather  chair,  glad  to 
rest,  even  in  these  strange  sur- 
roundings. The  storm  increased  in 
fury,  and  I  could  not  stay  still.  1 
was  uneasy,  perhaps  because  I  was 
so  utterly  weary. 

Not  a  sound  but  the  rolling  or 
the  thunder  assailed  my  ears,  and 
after  a  while  I  threw  myself  on  a. 
couch  and  drew  up  a  dark  woolJon 
afghan,  which  was  folded  at  the 
foot  of  it. 
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I  think  I  must  have  fallen  asleep, 
for  I  remember  waking  with  a 
pricking  sensation  in  my  scalp.  I 
had  heard  strange  sounds  above  my 
head,  a  stealthy  step,  followed  by 
a  cry,  and  then  a  crash !  The  blood 
froze  in  my  veins.  Now  I  remem- 
bered that  old  Mr.  Welsh  had  said, 
"The  place  is  haunted,  it  is  said, 
but  you  will  give  no  credence  to 
that  tale,  of  course."  I  rose  from 
the  couch,  trembling  in  every  limb, 
rather  ashamed  of  myself  for  doing 
so,  too,  but  unable  to  control  it. 

I  raised  my  eyes  to  the  ceiling, 
where  the  candle's  light  shone,  and 
saw  that  there  was  a  crack  in  it. 
As  I  gazed,  a  dark  red  drop  slowly 
detached  itself  from  it,  and  dropped 
beside  me.  Fascinated  by  horror,  I 
touched  it,  and  my  finger-tip  was 
red.  With  this  sight,  all  my  fear 
left  me.  I  was  nerved  to  find  out 
the  meaning  of  it  all,  and  my  old 
training  as  a  soldier  aided  me  to 
brace  myself  to  help,  if  help  were 
needed,  in  that  room  above  me. 


Turning  on  my  flash  light,  I 
dashed  into  the  hall  and  up  the 
staircase.  Reaching  the  room 
above  the  Library  I  turned  the 
handle  and  flung  open  the  door. 
Facing  me  was  a  young  woman  in 
a  dressing-gown.  She  dropped  a 
curtsy,  and  said,  "Be  you  the  new 
master,  sir?"  I  said  I  was,  and  ask- 
ed her  what  was  the  meaning  of 
the  shriek  I  had  heard  and  the  red 
drops  I  had  seen  fall  from  the  Li- 
brary ceiling.  She  said  she  had 
spilt  a  bottle  of  red  dye,  with  which 
she  was  coloring  her  best  shawl, 
and  it  had  dropped  on  the  floor. 
She  was  very  contrite,  and  called 
her  father  from  the  loft.  Together 
they  got  me  some  warm  food,  and 
made  me  comfortable  for  the  night. 
In  the  morning  I  explored  "Ke'ton 
Court,"  and  found  it  beautiful. 
Margot,  the  little  maid,  grew  old 
in  my  service,  but  she  always  im- 
agines that  I  don't  like  red  shawls. 
Perhaps  she  is  right. 

Adelaide  E.  R.  Sternberg,  IIIA. 


Iu$5le==  Jftnb  tf)e  lUne 


"Get  into  line  there!" 

This  rapidly  vibrating  air-column 
frequently  smites  the  tender  mem- 
brane of  my  ears  as  I  pass  a  cer- 
tain door  on  the  third  floor.  At 
each  such  crisis,  I  glance  hastily 
around  in  search  of  the  familiar 
faces  of  my  class-mates,  find  them 
not,  and  finally,  panic-sticken,  van- 
ish into  a  neighbouring  cloak-room 
until  the  hawk-eyed  one  has  gone 
to  refresh  himself  with  fair  water 
at  the  other  end  of  the  hall.  Then 
I  venture  forth  into  an  atmosphere 
still  trembling  with  the  volume  of 
that  oft'  repeated  sound. 

After  long  experience,  I  have 
found  this  remedy  the  best.  It  is 
useless  to  declare  that  the  line  has 
vanished  utterly  and  unaccountab- 
ly into  space.  The  line  should  not 
have  been  left  so  long  alone  that  it 
could  find  opportunity  to  disappear. 


It  is  equally  vain  to  assert  that  the 
pad  has  gone  with  its  bearer.  The 
pad  can  then  be  found  and  its  cus- 
todian relieved  of  his  burden.  These 
things  I  have  tried  and  thus  have  I 
been  answered.  Now  I  conceal  my- 
self as  before  mentioned  and  await 
a  more  favourable  opportunity  to 
continue  my  journey. 

This  quest-for  the  line  seems 
endless.  I  leave  the  room  at  the 
end  of  a  class  firmly  ensconced  in 
a  central  position  in  the  straggling 
line.  As  we  reach  the  door  of  the 
next  class-room,  it  belches  forth  a 
horde  of  wreckers,  who  pass 
through  the  line  and  leave  me 
stranded  in  a  whirl  of  first-formers, 
second  formers,  third  formers, 
fifth  formers,  in  short  every  forn 
in  the  school  but  the  right  one.  Far 
off  in  the  crowd  I  glimpse  a  fami- 
liar hair  cut  and  valiantly  struggle 
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to  roach  it.  It  is  useless,  1  must 
drift  along:  at  the  slow  pace  set  by 
my  neighbours.  In  this  state  1 
round  the  corner  and  hear,  above 
the  chatter  of  the  lower  orders,  the 
majestic  height  of  that  familiar 
voice: 

"Do  you  want  a  detention? 
Then  get  into  line." 

Suddenly  1  feel  weak  and  feeble. 
That  sudden  shock  is  becoming  too 
much  for  me.  Again  I  look  vague- 
ly around  for  my  form  as  those 
piercing  eyes  light  on  me.  I  wait 
in  trembling  expectancy  and  my 
faith  is  rewarded. 

"Get  into  line,  there!" 

My  dignity  must  be  sacrificed. 
Quickly  I  step  into  the  midst  of  a 
first  form  line  and  pass,  quaking, 
before  the  death-dealing  scowl. 

I  have  tried  this  remedy  once  or 
twice  in  place  of  the  rapid-vanish- 
ing. I  do  not  consider  it  quite  as 
satisfactory,  but  something  must 
be  done.  The  line  is  never  where 
any  national  line  might  be  expected 
to  be,  and  one  is  never  sure  just 
where     it     is     irrationally.       No 


amount  of  search  will  reveal  its 
whereabouts,  no  degree  of  imagina- 
tion excuse  it's  absence. 

In  fact,  it  is  almost  pure  suicide 
to  venture  to  the  third  floor  at  all. 
The  second,  and  even  the  first  floor 
is  much  more  humane.  They,  at 
least,  realise  that  those  who  have 
reached  the  dignity  of  fourth  form 
cannot  always  be  concentrating 
their  tremendous  brain-power  on 
such  a  trivial  matter  as  a  demater- 
ialized  line. 

We  have  been  taught  that  a 
straight  line  is  the  shortest  dis- 
tance between  two  points.  Never- 
theless, if  we  venture  to  walk  in 
such  manner — in  a  straight  line— 
we  are  usually  conscious  of  vehem- 
ent protests  from  all  sides.  It 
seems  that  we  are  expected  to 
travel  in  a  straight  line,  but  not  in 
a  straight  line. 

Strange ! 

Alas,  it  is  too  much  for  my  poor 
weary  brain.  Besides,  there's  the 
bell,  and  I  must  get  out  in  the  hall 
and  try  and  find  that  line. 

M.C.IV 


1  Jffloonligfit  Sonata 

The  hour  of  midnight  rang  out  high  and  clear, 

The  strokes  clanged  through  the  silence  one  by  one; 

The  student  raised  his  weary  head  and  sighed, 
And  opened  up  his  dry,  parched  lips  to  groan. 

He  brushed  the  tangled  hair  from  off  his  brow, 
Where  beads  of  moisture  rolled  like  cascades  down; 

His  face  was  lined  with  care,  his  eyes  were  dim, 
He  bore  the  traces  of  a  constant  frown. 

His  book  was  open  in  his  trembling  hands, 

Its  words  were  whirling  wildly  'neath  his  eyes; 

His  weary  brain  was  dull  and  took  not  in 

The  knowledge  that  it  was  his  wont  to  prize. 

His  chatt'ring  teeth,  like  castanets,  met,  to  part, 
His  eye  was  wild,  a  flush  his  cheek  o'erspread ; 

His  work  was  done,  but  so  was  he,  alas. 
And  bent  and  old  he  tottered  off  to  bed. 

M.  C,  IV. 
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Beatrice  ant)  gfantie 


Auntie  had  something  on  her 
mind.  It  was  obvious  to  Beatrice. 
It  was  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning 
and  Beatrice  was  standing  in  the 
hall.  She  lifted  books  from  the 
telephone-table;  dropped  them  into 
her  school-bag.  The  door  was  open. 
The  early  wind  crept  between  the 
pages  of  her  books.  She  watched 
Auntie  stooping  over  the  small 
cream-bottle.  The  morning  people 
were  passing  in  the  street.  An 
auto-brake  quarrelled  with  the 
quiet.  Auntie  was  very  old.  She 
put  the  newspaper  into  her  apron. 
It  was  her  daily  surprise  to  find  it 
lying,  each  morning  on  the  step, 
slenderly,  like  a  present.  Always 
she  could  not  wait  to  read  it.  She 
would  open  it  at  the  door  excited. 
Something  was  wrong  to-day. 

"How  is  the  Dragon?"  Auntie 
turned,  putting  a  thoughtful  hand 
to  her  knee.  "Middling,  Beetie.  He 
slept  quietly."  The  Dragon  was 
Auntie's  rheumatism.  He  was 
temperamental.  They  watched 
him  with  jealous  care,  for  it  was 
necessary,  constantly,  to  placate 
him. 

Auntie  turned  the  toast  with  a 
finger  tip.  "Would  you  like  to  have 
lunch  at  school,  to-day?"  Beetie 
did  not  ask  why.  It  was  the  cus- 
tom between  them  never  to  spoil 
what  the  other  said  or  did  by  ques- 
tioning. It  was  enough  to  be  glad 
without  reservations.  "That  is  a 
lovely  idea.  There  is  always  lots  of 
fun  at  noon." 

"You  must  stay  oftener,  then, 
good-bye !" 

Auntie  spread  out  the  newspaper 
on  the  breakfast  table.  She  could 
not  read.  Her  glasses  were  steam- 
ed from  the  tea.  She  raised  her 
cup,  put  it  down.  She  could  not 
drink.  Last  night  she  had  heard 
two  of  Beetie's  friends,  talking. 
One  had  said:  "Oh,  what  is  the  use, 
with    Beetie's    old    Aunt    alwavs 


around?"  the  other:  "I  sure 
pity  Bettie,  with  no  one  but  that 
old  Auntie  in  the  way.  She  does 
not  have  much  fun." 

Auntie  had  no  one  but  Beetie. 
She  was  not  like  a  mother,  busy 
with  her  other  children,  busy  with 
her  husband,  worried  by  number- 
less claims.  No.  She  was  old. 
The  days  gave  her  time  to  think 
out  the  things  she  loved,  and  to  do 
them.  She  sewed  amazing  gar- 
ments. She  cooked  royal  food.  She 
shopped,  bought  something  excit- 
ing as  well  as  necessary.  A  deli- 
cate glass  cat  for  the  mantel,  a 
frail  handkerchief  for  Beetie,  a 
book  of  Elizabethan  madrigals.  She 
did  not  ramble  in  her  talk,  queru- 
lously as  old  women  do.  She  talk- 
ed of  things  they  both  loved.  She 
did  not  drag  Beetie's  thoughts  from 
her.  She  put  herself  graciouslv  at 
the  elbow  of  her  sympathy.  They 
were  very  happy.  Things  were  in- 
teresting. They  laughed  much. 
When  it  rained,  that  was  new,  if 
it  was  sunny,  they  were  delighted. 
When  it  snowed  they  were  surpris- 
ed. Auntie  had  a  special  habit. 
She  liked  to  change  about  the  fur- 
niture in  the  house  at  least  once  a 
week.  Through  a  series  of  fine 
days  she  would  put  the  table  near 
the  window  to  lure  the  freshness, 
have  the  pictures  in  different 
places,  like  surprises.  After  some 
such  change,  she  would  be  breath- 
less until  Beetie  came  home  sud- 
denly, in  the  midst  of  things  usual 
progressing. 

"Oh  Auntie,  look,  the  candle- 
sticks have  moved  over  to  the  win- 
dow. We  can  see  them  now,  from 
the  hall."  Auntie  would  pant, 
smile,  fumble  with  her  small  hands. 
Now  her  heart  was  full.  They  had 
been  two  people  who  loved  *  each 
other,  who  did  glorious  things. 
Now,  time  stepped  between.  Her 
seventy  years  entered  the  house, 
darkening    Beetie's    light    sixteen 
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stepped  far  from  her.  She  was 
lonely.  The  cold  tap  dripped  thinly. 
There  was  a  glaze  of  butter  and 
jam  on  the  unwashed  breakfast 
plates.  She  was  tired.  She  was 
in  the  way.  Beetie  would  be  much 
happier  without  her.  She  saw  all 
the  little  things  she  had  done  which 
had  made  her  and  Beetie  happy. 
They  were  like  the  blossoming  of 
flowers.  Now,  they  seemed  selfish, 
seemed  subtle  snares  to  bind  Beetie 
to  her.  They  were  rank.  Hot 
shame  filled  her.  Already  she  had 
tried  to  atone.  She  had  laid  the 
something  which  was  on  her  mind 
on  the  table,  when  she  had  asked 
Beetie  to  have  lunch  at  school.  It 
was  unobstrusive.  Beetie  had  not 
noticed  it. 

Five  o'clock!  Beetie:  "Which 
hand  do  you  want?"  Auntie  flutter- 
ed: "The  right  one."  Pop!  Out 
comes  a  bag  of  Chelsea  buns.  I 
bought  them  for  supper  with  the 
money  I  did  not  spend  at  lunch. 
Auntie  looked  at  them  blindly. 
Beetie  was  so  good  to  her,  selfish 
old  woman. 

Beetie  sat  by  the  window,  her 
school-books  sprawled  about  her. 
The  green  lamp  threw  a  circle 
around  her.  Auntie  moved  without 
the  circle's  influence,  wiping  dish- 
es, sadly,  muttering  came  from  the 
window,  the  whisper  of  papers,  the 
complaint  of  a  pen.  Beetie  leaned 
against  the  lamps,  watched  Auntie. 
Someone  had  jarred,  to-day,  at 
school.  Beetie  had  been  hurt  by 
their  meaningless  and  cruel  talk. 
Girl's  talk.  She  moved  her  hand 
quietly  up  and  down  the  table's 
smooth  surface.  She  watched 
Auntie's  movements.  What  would 
she  do  without  her?  People  were 
difficult.  You  must  withdraw 
yourself — be  on  your  guard  with 
them.  But  Auntie  could  come  to 
youi  heart's  house.  She  knew  the 
door.  She  knew-  the  rooms.  Her 
step  was  gentle.  The  kettle  cloud- 
ed the  room  with  its  light  plumes, 
(•".veiling  had  jrrown  tall  and  looked 
in  the  pale  windows. 


"A  game  of  chess?  My  home- 
work is  all  done,"  Beetie,  from  the 
den.  Auntie  came  in,  her  apron 
on.  Beetie  was  concerned.  "Aunt- 
ie, you  have  worn  your  apron  into 
the  den.  It  was  the  custom  never 
to  to  that,  never  to  mix  aprons 
with  dens."  "Is  it  the  Dragon  who 
worries  you?  Is  he  on  edge  to- 
night?" 

"No,  dear,"  furtively.  Auntie 
sat  down  quickly.     Her  head  spun. 

How  they  loved  chess !  Kings, 
Queens,  Knights,  Castles  of  two 
Empires  in  swift  conflict.  Moving 
through  this,  the  pawns.  The 
Castle  was  an  ogre's  castle  from 
the  fairy-book.  The  White  Knight 
was  the  Alice  in  Wonderland  White 
Knight.  The  pawns  had  names. 
One  was  Clarence.  The  board  was 
laid.  It  was  the  map.  Empires 
unfolded.  Beetie  curled  in  her 
chair,  eager. 

"Draw,  Auntie,  Black  or  White." 
She  drew  Black.  Youth  against 
Age.  The  love  you  have  against 
the  love  you  may  get.  It  is  White's 
privilege  to  move  first — youth. 

Beetie:  (King's  pawn  to  king's 
fourth)  "Clarence,  the  page,  fared 
along  the  highway  on  an  errand  for 
his  Queen." 

Auntie:  (Queen's  Knight  to 
Queen's  Bishop's  third)  "And  Clar- 
ence falls  in  with  a  Black  Knight. 
Intrigued  Beetie  ponders  the  des- 
tinies of  her  people.  Three  pawns,  a 
bishop  slain.  Auntie's  eyes  are  on 
Beetie.  They  seem  to  be  learning 
her  face  by  heart.  Her  thoughts 
converse — "I  must  decide  I  must  do 
something.  I  am  old.  I  have  been 
happy.  What  does  it  matter  to  me 
if  the  soul  of  this  house  I  love, 
leaves  it?" 

Beetie:  "Ha,  quoth  the  Bishop; 
I  will  attack  yon  gloomy  castle." 
Auntie's  bird-like  hand  makes  one 
swift  move.  "I  cannot  satisfy  her. 
I  am  not  her  peer.  Only  the  young 
can  meet  her  mind.  They,  too, 
have  the  same  thoughts,  the  same 
desires  as  she.  Only  they  can  give 
her  what  she  needs.    I  am  too  far 
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away  from  the  hunger  of  youth  to 
know  what  can  appease  it." 

Beetie :  "I  must  be  wily.  My  na- 
tion is  at  stake.  I  will  send  faith- 
ful William  to  his  Bishop's  aid." 

Auntie:  "What  is  my  suffering 
to  hers  ?  My  heart  is  not  empty.  It 
cannot  be,  once  I  have  been  happy. 
But  the  hunger  of  youth,  who  has 
not  experienced?  The  starvation 
of  one  who  is  ready  to  live  and  has 
not  yet  lived.  I'm  starving  her." 
The  Black  Empire  was  desperate. 
Her  castles  were  shattered,  her 
soldiers  slain.  She  stared  at  the 
board,  made  a  fatal  move.  Then 
she  hurried  back  to  her  dark 
thoughts:  "I  must  be  practical.  I 
can  send  her  away  to  school,  to 
board.  I  can  give  her  up  to  her 
friends.  I  can  step  out  of  her 
way."  Her  Queen  had  fallen.  Beet- 
ie, elated:  "Check!" 

Auntie  looked  up,  terrified. 
Slowly  the  warmth  drained  out  of 
her  face.  She  was  going  to  suggest 
it  now.  She  must  paint  it  bright. 
Beetie  must  not  suspect,  or  she 
would  not  consent.  Then  her  flow- 
er would  be  but  a  weed,  if  revealed. 
It  was  a  sad  flower.  Auntie  moved 
a  pawn.  That  would  delay  the 
King's  death.  His  death  was  inevi- 
table. 

She  looked  at  Beetie.  How  slend- 
er, how  alive  were  her  hands,  as 
they  hovered  over  the  ancient 
pieces!  How  the  soft  light  in  the 
room  slept  in  her  smooth  hair! 
What  an  infinitude  of  varying  emo- 
tions swept  across  her  mouth ! 
Auntie  began:  "Beetie — " 

But  Beetie's  thoughts  had  been 
interwoven  in  the  game  also.  She 
startled,  one  piece  in  her  hand. 

"Auntie — I  have  been  thinking — 
I  want  to  say  something — "  She 
looked  at  Auntie's  face,  rich  with 
the  years,  at  her  eyes  with  the  sur- 
prise of  selflessness  and  interest  in 
them,  at  her  chin,  lifted  with  the 
reassurance  and  power  of  what  she 
had  been  given  and  what  she  had 
done    without,    in    the    past.      As 


Beetie  spoke  her  mouth  was  worthy 
of  her  thoughts. 

"1   noticed  to-day,    at    noon    in 
school  how  difficult  things  are  go- 
ing to  be.     People  seem  so  cruel, 
sometimes,  girls,  I  mean.    I  do  not 
understand.  It  hurts  me.  And  yet 
— I  want  some  of  them  terribly,  for 
friends," — stiffening  of  her  mouth 
— "And  you,  Auntie.     I  love  you 
best.     I  can  show  you  my  actual 
self.     I   can  see   you   as   you   are. 
We  are  real.    Those  others  are  real, 
but  not  to  me  because  they  do  not 
care.    I  am  bewildered  with  them." 
She  put  down  the    piece    on    the 
board,  bent  her  dark  head.    "I  don't 
want  to  shrink  here  with  you.     I 
want  to  dare  things.     But,  I  just 
wanted  to  explain  how  I  need  you. 
How    you    are    always    putting    a 
meaning  into  things.     Even  when 
I  am  unhappiest,  I  am  not  lost.     I 
have  you."    She  passed  her  strong 
hands    over    the    outline    of    the 
Queen.     I  trust  you.     I  live  with 
you."     Beetie's  eyes  were  full  of 
what  she  was  thinking.    Her  voice 
dropped.   "Auntie,  you  do  not  de- 
spise me  when  I  admit  I  am  afraid 
of  living.     I  have  not  lived  yet.     I 
do  not  know.    How  can  I  trust  what 
I  do  not  know?     Sometimes  I  feel 
things    cannot    be    worth    while. 
Then    I    want   to    know.      I   must 
know.    You  have  lived."     She  was 
speaking  very  quickly,  strong  with 
her  conviction.    I  can  see  that  you 
are  happy.     I  know  that  life  must 
have  been  good ;  I  am  sure  of  it, 
when  I  look  at  you.    Her  look  was 
a  long  drink  to  her  young  thirst. 
"I'm  afraid  I'm  getting  all  mixed 
up,  and  involved,  but  I  would  not 
have  tried  to  tell  you  all  this  had 
I  not  noticed  that  you  looked  wor- 
ried over  something  and  I  felt  you 
had  given  me  so  much.     I  had  to 
try  to  help  you  too."  She  gulped, 
"It's  awfully  hard  to  try  and  ex- 
press what  I  mean."     Auntie  was 
leaning  back  in  her  chair.    She  was 
very,  very  tired.     The  music  had 
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come  back  into  the  day.    The  light 
in  the  room  was  good.    She  looked 
at  Beetie  happily. 
"I — I     understand     Beetie.     my 


dearie.  Thank  you."  That  was  all 
there  was  to  say.  The  chess  game 
continued.  Neither  lost.  It  was  a 
draw. 


Crash !  Thirty  doors  flew  open. 
A  vague,  indefinite,  growing,  thun- 
dering noise  smote  the  ears  of  the 
trembling  council. 

The  school  had  risen. 

Led  by  the  Fifth,  a  howling  mob 
of  students  poured  through  the 
halls,  demolishing  everything  in  its 
path.  Their  frightened  custodians 
fled  to  the  shelter  of  the  inner 
sanctum,  and  heard  with  white 
faces  the  approaching  tumult. 

Suddenly  a  rush  of  feet  in  the 
room  above  brought  down  the  plas- 
ter, and  the  piano  banged  out  a 
crashing  challenge,  while  a  hun- 
dred voices  rent  the  air  in  ear 
splitting  shrieks  of  joy. 

"To  the  archives.  Burn  the 
prison  records,"  shouted  the  lead- 
er, "Follow  me,  comrades." 

"To  the  archives,"  repeats  the 
crowd,  and  the  streaming  mob 
overturns  lockers  with  a  crash. 

Beneath,  the  senior  and  junior 


Jtltiscobitcfj 

consuls  with  the  assembled  senate, 
are  hastily  deliberating.  On  all 
sides  are  cries  of  despair.  One  sen- 
ator's teeth  are  chattering,  so  cool 
he  is  in  the  face  of  danger. 

A  crowd  of  humanity  pours  down 
each  stairs.  "Burn  the  records," 
shouts  the  mob. 

"Disperse  the  senate,"  shouts 
the  leader,  but  the  senators,  all  but 
one,  have  already  gone,  via  the  win- 
dows. The  archives  are  in  the 
hands  of  the  mob.  The  last  rays  of 
sunlight  are  supplemented  by  the 
blazing  symbols  of  despotism.  The 
fire  and  sun  sink  low.  The  late 
senator  creeps  cautiously  away. 
Oh,  freedom's  dreams  at  last  have 

come, 
We  talk,  we  smoke,  and  chew  our 

gum, 
Oh  formula  of  figures  not, 
Oh  be  forgot,  oh  be  forgot. 

Comrade  Fenelonski. 


Rebels 


Little  silver  pennies,  shining  in  the  Little  silver  pennies,  shining  in  the 

sun,  glow, 

Tell  a  tale  of  long  ago,  Of  a  thousand  lamps, 

Little  bits  of  silver  show,  The  eerie  flares  of  camps, 

( Hints  of  former  days,  of  glory  Long    burnt,    shimmer    in    their 

gone.  silver  row. 

Little  silver  pennies  lying  peaceful 
now, 
Wand'ring  at  an  end, 
Never  more  will  they  befriend, 
The  lost  tribes  of  long  ago. 
H.S.K.  V.I',. 
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Upon  a  head  land  reaching  out 
into  a  lake  stood  a  mighty  tree. 
Many  yards  behind  it  stretched  the 
forest,  dark  and  forbidding.  But 
aloof  and  alone,  his  giant  arms  out- 
stretched, "the  Sentinel"  kept 
guard.  When  the  Storm  King  ad- 
vanced, first  to  challenge  him  was 
"the  Sentinel."  Back  to  the  forest 
he  signalled  warning,  "Be  ready, 
be  steady,"  and  the  children  of  the 
forest  made  quick  preparation,  for 
never  was  the  warning  false. 

When  ever  a  storm  was  nigh 
the  birds  gathered  in  the  mighty 
branches  of  "the  Sentinel,"  and  he 
loved  them  as  his  own,  and  guard- 
ed them  in  his  close  shade,  giving 
them  hospitable  shelter.  To  him 
they  brought  their  birdlings  in 
their  pride,  and  he  watched  them 
lovingly.  When  they  could  fly 
afar,  he  was  the  landmark  by  which 
they  steered  their  course;,  and  his 
head  was  home. 

The  wild  forest  creatures  played 
beneath  his  shade,  and  many  a  dis- 
pute the  wise  old  patriarch  settled, 
and  sent  them  away  at  peace  with 
each  other. 

In  a  clearing  in  the  forest  be- 
hind "the  Sentinel"  stood  a  log 
cabin,  built  by  a  sturdy  settler. 
Here  he  and  his  young  wife  raised 
their  little  brood.  Always  they 
loved  to  play  beneath  the  spreading 
shade  of  "the  Sentinel,"  and  the 
lads  would  climb  its  branches  for 
play  and  rest.  The  eldest  son,  stal- 
wart and  serious  with  the  grow- 
ing responsibility  of  young  man- 
hood   upon    him,    more    than    the 


others,  loved  "the  Sentinel."  To 
the  hoary  tree  he  whispered  his 
ambitions  and  his  hopes,  and  to  it 
he  told  his  love  when  that  day 
came. 

The  echoes  of  the  great  world 
came  but  faintly  to  this  sheltered 
spot,  but  one  day,  all  too  plainly 
rang  the  trumpets,  and  wild  war 
stalked  across  the  land. 

The  eldest  son  buckled  his  knap- 
sack on  his  back,  waved  his  good- 
bye and  answered  his  country's  call. 
Beneath  "the  Sentinel"  he  paused, 
raised  his  cap  from  his  fair  young 
brow,  and  cried  aloud :  "On  guard, 
old  friend!"  And  then  away  he 
went. 

Left  alone,  "the  Sentinel"  griev- 
ed. Moaning  in  all  his  branches 
he  stood,  a  little  bowed  now,  weary 
with  battling  the  storms  of  many 
years,  and  with  his  best-loved  away 
(to  the  wars). 

When  the  battles  raged,  a  brave, 
young  man  was  given  sentry  duty 
for  a  night.  Came  the  enemy ; 
swiftly  the  challenge,  "Who  goes 
there?"  was  answered  by  a  treach- 
erous thrust.  But  ere  he  fell, 
swiftly  he  gave  the  signal:  "Be 
ready,  be  steady." 

Later  he  was  carried  home,  and 
laid  to  rest  beneath  the  shade  of 
the  old  "Sentinel." 

That  night  the  Storm  King  raged 
again,  and  after  he  had  feebly  sig- 
nalled a  warning  to  the  forest,  "the 
Sentinel"  shook  in  all  his  branches, 
and  sighing,  crashed  to  earth,  his 
dutv  done. 

Adelaide  E.  R.  Sternberg,  IIIA. 


A    SKEPTIC 
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Abdul  Al  Bol  Oni  was  approach- 
ing a  large  city  situated  on  a  lake. 
The  land  near  the  water  was  low 
and  crowded  with  tall  office  build- 
ings but  two  or  three  miles  back 
from  the  shore  the  ground  took  a 
sudden  rise.  Up  on  this  hill  lived 
Abdul's  uncle  with  whom  he  was 
going  to  stay  for  a  week  or  two. 

When  Abdul  had  at  length  reach- 
ed his  uncle's  home  he  was  sur- 
prised to  see  that  it  was  opposite 
a  Large  School.  Being  interested 
in  Methods  of  Education  he  deter- 
mined to  enter  this  Hall  of  Learn- 
ing the  following  day,  as  a  Student, 
for  a  week. 

Abdul's  third  day  at  the  school 
dawned.  Exhausted  by  sitting  up 
all  night's  doing  Homework,  he  was 
unfortunate  enough  not  to  reach 
the  school  till  seven  seconds  after 
nine  o'clock. 

Quaking  he  lined  up  with  a  few 
other  unfortunates  before  the  of- 
fice. 

"How  dare  you  be  late !    Don't 
you   know  that  you  should   be   in 
your  Seat  by  five  to  nine?     How 
far   do    you   live?      Have    you    no 
alarm  clock?     Don't  be  late  again! 
"Yes,  Sir,"  answered  Abdul. 
"Sign  the  Book !" 
"No,   not   that   one;   there,   put 
this  Late  Slip  and  have  it  examined 
approved,    certified,    checked    and 
then  stamped." 

Having  carried  out  these  instruc- 
tions Abdul  hastily  climbed  the 
Form  Room,  where  he  presented 
the  Late  Slip  and  was  admitted 
after  it  had  been  examined  and 
place  up  on  a  File  provided  for  the 
purpose.  His  name  had  been  placed 
upon  the  Attendance  Pad  (some- 
times known  as  the  Crime  Street), 
because  he  had  been  absent  when 
school  began.  Now  the  Teacher 
drew  a  line  through  his  name,  de- 
noting his  name,  denoting  that  he 
had  been  Late  rather  than  Absent. 
The  second  Period  that  day  was 


Physical  Training.  This  class  was 
held  in  a  room  in  the  Cellar.  When 
Abdul  entered  he  saw  upon  a  large 
pillar,  conveniently  placed  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  a  sheet  of 
paper  upon  which  was  typed  The 
Rules  and  Regulations  Concerning 
Physical  Training.  Having  been 
ignorant  of  these  rules,  he  was  not 
properly  equipped.  However,  he 
got  off  with  a  warning. 

As  Abdul  was  wearily  wending 
his  way  back  to  the  Form  Room  he 
absent-mindedly  whistled  three 
bars  of  the  Prisoner's  Song  to  him- 
self. For  this  disgraceful  conduct 
he  promptly  received  a  Conduct 
Detention. 

In  the  Period  after  Recess,  the 
Fire  Bell  sounded  four  times.  On 
Consultation  of  the  Rules  And  Reg- 
ulation Concerning  Fire  Signals 
it  was  found  that  four  rings  was  a 
signal  for  the  Class  to  descend  one 
floor.  As  they  were  about  to  do 
so,  the  Bell  sounded  again  three 
times  and  the  Class  returned  to  the 
Room. 

In  threading  his  way  to  the  next 
Class  Room  he  accidently  got  out 
of  line.  A  Posse  of  Teachers  in- 
stantly surrounded  him  and  he  was 
informed  that  he  would  have  to 
write  out  Theorem  47,  not  less  than 
82.6  times  and  present  it  at  Room 
999  not  later  than  four  o'clock. 

The  day  wore  on.  Lunch  Period 
came  and  as  Abdul  hurried  to 
lunch,  he  was  given  a  short,  concise 
talk  on  Running  Through  The  Halls 
and  another  Conduct  Detention. 

By  gulping  his  lunch  he  succeed- 
ed in  reaching  the  first  Class  after 
lunch  without  being  Late.  Here, 
however,  when  the  Kindly  Teacher 
solicitously  inquired  if  he  had  his 
Homework  done,  he  received  a 
Work  Detention  for  its  neglect.  An 
amusing  incident  of  this  kind  had 
already  taken  place  in  the  morning 
so  that  Abdul  now  had  One  Late 


Page    Twenty-Six 


THE  OAKWOOD  ORACLE 


Detention,  two  Conduct  Detentions 
and  two  Work  Detentions. 

At  the  end  of  the  day,  Abdul,  not 
having  the  Technical  Knowledge  of 
the  System  in  Use,  asked  his  Form 
Teacher  for  advice  as  to  what  he 
should  do  regarding  his  Detentions. 
The  Form  Teacher,  opening  a  draw- 
er, drew  out  a  Red  Card  and  wrote 
Abdul's  name  and  form  upon  It. 
Handing  it  to  Abdul,  he  said  that 
he  should  go  to  Room  47892,  known 
as  the  Late  Room,  where  he  should 
present  it  to  the  Presiding  Teacher. 
Putting  his  hand  again  in  the 
Drawer,  the  Teacher  drew  out  a 
Yellow  Card  upon  which  he  wrote 
Abdul's  name  and  form  as  before. 
This,  he  said  was  the  Card  which 
he  must  present  to  the  Presiding 
Teacher  of  the  Conduct  Detention 
Room,  number  872,  to  which  he 
should  go  when  released  from  the 
Late  Room.    Of  course,  the  Teach- 


er told  him,  he  must  do  this  two 
nights  in  succession  as  he  had  had 
two  Conduct  Detentions. 

The  Teacher  now  drew  forth  two 
blue  Cards  upon  which  he  wrote  as 
before.  "These  must  be  given  to 
the  Teachers  who  gave  the  Work 
Detentions  and  to  whose  rooms  you 
must  go  after  you  have  left  the 
C.D.R.,  which  will  be  about  seven 
o'clock." 

Looking  up  the  Teacher  was 
astonished  to  see  that  Abdul  had 
disappeared.  However,  he  shook 
his  head  sadly  and  went  on  making 
entries  in  an  Attendance  Book  and 
entering  marks  upon  an  Examina- 
tion Result  Sheet. 

Abdul    was    found    some    forty- 
eight  hours  later,  a  few  miles  dis- 
tant,    gibbering    to     himself    and 
trying  to  climb  a  lamp-post. 
G.D.S.V.A. 


dMorp 


The  girl  shook  her  head  resolute- 
ly. "No,"  her  eyes  said,  even  more 
clearly  than  her  lips.  The  library 
was  deserted  except  for  the  two, 
and  Miss  Burns. 

"No,"  she  repeated  firmly,  "I  am 
going  to  be  a  great  writer.  And  be- 
sides I  don't  really  love  you.  How 
could  I  live  with  a  cripple  like  you 
all  my  life,  and  be  happy  ?  I  want 
fame  and  glory,  and  wealth." 

He  rose  as  she  finished  speaking, 
and  turned  wearily  away.  His  limp 
was  even  more  pronounced  than 
usual,  as  he  went  slowly  toward 
the  door.  Miss  Burns  smiled  sym- 
pathetically at  him  as  he  went  out, 
but  he  did  not  seem  to  notice. 

Presently  the  girl  gathered  up 
her  papers,  and  followed  him.  Miss 
Burns  smiled  rather  coldly  at  her. 
hut  she  did  not  seem  to  notice 
either. 

In  the  days  that  followed,  David 
seldom  went  near  the  library,  ex- 
cept at  night  when  he  was  sure  that 


Joan  would  not  be  there.  He  seem- 
ed, to  Miss  Burns,  to  have  grown 
suddenly  older,  to  have  lost  all  faith 
in  humanity.  She  longed  to  help 
him,  but  scarcely  knew  how. 

Day  by  day  the  girl  spread  out 
her  papers  on  the  library  table,  and 
wrote  industriously  for  hours  at  a 
time.  As  the  year  went  by,  she  no 
longer  talked  quite  so  certaintly  of 
the  time  when  she  would  be  fam- 
ous, she  spoke  instead,  of  the  time 
when  her  work  would  be  printed  in 
this  magazine,  or  that.  She  was 
thinner  now,  too,  and  lacked  her 
former  air  of  self-assurance. 

But  it  was  about  David  that  Miss 
Brown  worried.  At  last  she  could 
stand  the  sight  of  his  haggard  face 
no  longer.  She  called  him  over  to 
a  seldom  used  corner  of  the  reading 
room.  Very  gently  she  began, 
afraid  and  yet  certain  that  she  was 
going  to  hurt  him. 

"David,  I  know  that  you  loved, 
and  still  love  Joan,  with   all   vour 
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heart.    But  David,  she  is  not  worth 

it.  She  has  no  love  to  give  anyone 
except  herself.  You  have  the  soul 
of  an  artist,  a  love  for  everything 
that  is  truly  beautiful,  such  as  she 
could  never  understand.  You  have 
given  her  Life's  most  precious  gift. 
She  has  nothing  to  give  you  in  re- 
turn. You  could  never  be  happy 
together." 

David  got  up  in  despair.  With- 
out saying  a  word,  he  limped  away, 
his  head  bowed  a  little.  Miss 
Burns  did  not  need  a  stifled  sob 
to  tell  her  that  his  heart  was  break- 
ing. 

He  limped  slowly,  painfully,  down 
the  street,  his  whole  being  throb- 
bed with  the  pain  in  his  heart.  Yet 
he  knew  it  was  true.  Even  in  his 
great  love,  and  loyalty  to  her,  he 
could  not  deny  it.  He  wandered 
on,  scarcely  realizing  where  he. 
went.  Without  knowing  why,  he 
stumbled  into  old  St.  George's. 
Somewhere  at  the  back  the  choir 
was  practising,  but  there  was  no 
one  in  the  church.  He  sank  on  his 
knees ;  but  could  not  pray ;  scarcely 
could  he  think.     After  a  time  he 


became  conscious  of  the  peaceful 
quietness  of  the  old  church.  -The 
choir  had  stopped  singing.  The 
very  stillness  seemed  to  sooth  the 
ache  in  his  heart. 

Then  suddenly  he  knew  that  both 
Miss  Burns  and  Joan  were  wrong. 
What  Joan  had  really  wanted  was 
the  glory  of  love.  At  last  he  had 
found  her!  The  church  seemed 
filled  with  her  presence. 

Back  in  the  library,  Joan  was 
tearing  up  pile  after  pile  of  paper. 
It  was  of  no  use.  She  could  not 
write.  Words  came,  stiff,  dead 
words  that  meant  nothing;  she  had 
wanted  to  write  living  words.  But 
that  was  not  what  she  wanted  any 
more.  She  did  not  want  fame,  or 
wealth.    She  wanted  David. 

The  sexton  found  him  that  night, 
when  he  went  to  lock  up.  He  was 
still  kneeling,  but  there  was  a  smile 
of  peace  on  his  face.  Joan  knew 
when  she  saw  him,  that  at  last  he 
had  found  happiness.  He  had  lov- 
ed her,  and  known  in  some  myster- 
ious way,  that  she  loved  him.  Even 
Death  could  not  conquer  the  glory 
of  Love. 


Cinstein'g  Efjeorp 


Do  not  let  the  title  terrify  you. 
We  have  become  so  accustomed  to 
adopting  certain  statements  as 
facts  that  we  cannot  conceive  of 
anything  otherwise  explaining 
facts.  Away  back  in  the  dim  past, 
because  our  ancestors  had  not  over- 
come many  obstacles,  they  could 
not  understand  anything  they  could 
not  see.  When  they  saw  that  a 
block  of  wood  had  length,  breadth 
and  thickness  the  matter  ended 
there;  an  analogy  is  the  way 
science  ignored  air  although  it  had 
always  been  present.  So  they  for- 
got all  about  time.  A  body  of  three 
dimensions  thus  cannot  exist.  For 
us  to  be  aware  of  it,  it  must  en- 
dure for  some  time.  When  we  are 
at  it  why  should  the  time  be  taken 
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in  any  particular  era?  Just  as  we 
may  take  a  foot  in  Toronto  or  in 
Hamilton,  time  might  be  taken  in 
the  thirteenth  century,  Einstein 
says  that  is  possible.  Suppose  that 
while  you  were  reading  this  article 
you  started  to  move  away  with  the 
speed  of  light.  The  'same  ray 
would  continue  to  affect  your  eye 
and  in  other  words  you  would  never 
finish  this.  If  you  went  still  faster 
and  could  still  see  at  whatever  dis- 
tance you  were,  things  would  be- 
gin to  move  backwards  and  bv  con- 
tinuing you  could  see  anything  in 
the  past.  However,  if  the  event 
must  always  have  happened.  H.  G. 
Wells  in  his  book  "The  Time  Ma- 
chine" argues  that  since  we  can  re- 
present three  dimensions  on  a  two 
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dimension  surface  by  perspective 
drawing,  we  ought  also  to  be  able 
to  represent  four  dimensions  on 
three  dimensions.  This  reasoning 
leads  us  nowhere  for  when  we 
should  have  represented  four  dim- 
ensions we  could  still  go  on  to  a 
fifth  and  there  would  be  no  limit. 
An  explanation  or  theory,  to  be 
satisfactory  should  not  need  other 
explanations  to  explain  it. 

So  far,  Einstein's  is  the  only 
theory  that  does  not  need  an  in- 
finite number  of  smaller  assump- 
tions which  we  have  no  reason  to 
assume.  When  we  say  there  is  a 
law  of  gravity,  we  have  to  look 
again  for  an  explanation  of  gravity. 
But  this  is  wandering  from  the 
theory. 

If  the  world  was  made  up  of  one 
substance  and  only  one,  could  we 
have  any  possible  absolute  method 
of  measurement  ?  Perhaps  you  say 
yes.  Now  take  two  rods  of  exactly 
the  same  size  of  the  one  and  only 
material  and  place  them  on  a  cir- 
cular plate  of  large  diameter.  Let 
this  plate  be  hot  at  the  circumfer- 
ence and  cold  at  the  centre.  When 
we  place  the  rods  together  at  the 
centre  their  ends  coincide,  but 
when  we  remove  one  to  the  circum- 
ference it  expands.  What  way 
have  we  of  measuring  it?  If  you 
bring  the  other  to  it,  it  also  will 
expand  and  they  are  still  both  ap- 


parently the  original  length.     Now 
let  us  consider  time. 

Some  fine  morning  in  the  middle 
of  a  Latin  lesson  suppose  every- 
thing happened  a  thousand  times 
slower.  You  would  be  absolutely 
unaware  of  the  change.  Clocks 
would  not  show  the  change,  nor  the 
sun  or  movement,  or  in  fact  any- 
thing else.  That  is,  you  depend, 
for  your  ideas  of  time  and  every- 
thing else  on  some  arbitrary  meas- 
ure as  a  yard-stick,  a  watch,  the 
sun  or  any  standard  selected  and 
observations  are  relative  to  these. 
That  is  relativity.  Of  course  there 
are  more  theories  that  follow  di- 
rectly, such  as  that  all  lines  are 
closed  curves,  but  the  dose  to  be- 
gin with  should  be  small. 

The  theory,  like  most  was  once 
declared  impossible  and  the  Ency- 
clopedia Brittanica,  of  the  edition 
previous  to  Einstein  (the  one  in 
our  library)  condemns  it. 

Scientists,  by  accurate  observa- 
tions and  calculations,  based  on  the 
theory  being  confirmed  are  now  al- 
most universally  agreed  that  the 
mind  of  the  genius  Einstein  has 
turned  out  a  theory  that  more 
nearly  fits  our  experience  than  any 
other  and  it  may  be  that  in  the 
future  children  will  be  taught  the 
theory  and  think  our  present  con- 
ceptions strange. 

Llitt 


When     shadows     fail     and     night 

steals  on, 
To  my  window  of  dreams  I  come, 
Here,  in  the  deepening  twilift, 
To  my  heart  is  wafted  a  song. 
Joyously — gay  dance  measures, 
Faint  echoes  of  happier  hours, 
To  my  window,  facing  the  sea 


Bring  hosts  of  forgotten  treasures. 
Yet    strains    that    sound    statelier 

note, 
Linger  in  the  seas's  foamy  wake, 
Faintly,  from  the  soft  green  of  hills 
Far  awav,  muted  echoes  float. 
H.S.K.     V.B. 
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Efjc  Cripple 

A  child,  I  sat  with  wondering  eye 

And  watched  the  bustling  world  go  by. 
No  happy  children  round  me  played, 
Nor  notice  took,  save  one  wee  maid 
Who  pity  in  her  heart  discerned, 
And  sympathized  where  others  spurned. 
She  led  me  up  to  hills  on  high. 
Where  we  watched  clouds  and  men  go  by- 
All  passing  by 

We  two  grew  up;  she  to  her  friends, 
The  wealth,  the  beauty  Fortune  sends 
To  those  on  whom  she  smiles,  but  not 
To  us  who  bear  a  bitter  lot. 
My  heart  for  her  in  love  had  burned, 

My  inner  soul  had  silent  yearned 

The  one  she  chose  was  strong,  and  tall, 
They  often  pass  within  my  call — 

Together passing  by 


I'm  growing  old ;  I  cannot  see 

The  things  that  once  were  dear  to  me: 

The  towering  hills,  the  billowing  clouds 

That  we  had  called  "the  angel's  shrouds." 

In  my  imprisoning  shack  I  stay, 

Thinking,  brooding,  each  long  day ; 

Then  I  turn  my  sightless  eyes  again 

To  the  street  whence  comes  the  tread  of  men, 

Forever passing  bv 

— JONAROLD. 


Cteero==in  (QutntoS 

Oh  Fifth  Former,  why  do  you  sitting  in  the  room  for  a  year? 
hesitate?  Why  do  you  remain  here  Moreover,  oh  Lazy  One,  you  would 
and  waste  your  time?  How  many  think  that  I  am  the  one  who  must 
times  have  you  come  here  without  write  this  examination.  What  shall 
your  home-work  done?  I  do  not  I  say  of  the  fact  that  for  the  pur- 
order  you  to  leave  school  and  go  to  pose  of  avoiding  suspicion  you  slyly 
work,  but  if  you  consult  me,  I  ad-  feign  sickness?  Nevertheless  I  will 
visL'  it.  Your  indifference  to  your  not  cause  you  to  understand  what 
many  crimes  of  "skipping  school"  the  teachers  think  of  you.  And  yet 
has  thrown  you  very  far  behind  why  do  I  speak?  in  order  that  you 
in  your  work.  Not  only  do  you  not  may  ever  reform.  Would  that  the 
pay  attention,  but  also  you  disturb  mortal  gods  would  inspire  you  with 
the  class.  Do  you  think  that  you  ambition! 
will  pass  the  examinations  by  just  D.K.  V.A.C. 
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poetic  ^Precocity 


I  am  fond  of  writing  poetry 
Diatribe  or  homily 
With  metaphor  and  simile 
Divine 

And  I  have  yet  to  see  a 
Piece  of  onomatopaea 
Like  to  mine, 

I  adore  expressing  verbally, 
Synechdoche  hyperbole, 
Or  building  up  the  ecstasy 
Of  a  climactic  line, 
I'm  superb  at  writing  dimiter, 
Iambic  or  pentameter, 
Anapaestic  trimiter, 
Trochaic  or  hexameter, 
I  admit. 

And  tho'  nothing  bores  me  worse 
Like  the  moderns  I  am  terse 
.And  can  stoop  to  write  free  verse 
Books  of  it, 

Give  me  a  baby's  bonnet, 
I  can  write  a  sonnet  on  it. 
Quatrain,  lyric,  epic,  or  an  ode, 
I  can  be  impressionistic, 
Archaic,  futuristic, 
If  to  be  obscure  and  mystic  is  the 
mode, 


I  can  be  Shakespcrian,  Tennyson- 

ian, 
Spenserian,  Miltonian, 
Or  Byronic ; 
I  can  be  prophetic, 
Soporific  or  athletic, 
Patriotic  or  pathetic, 
Or  laconic, 
It  is  very  sweet, 
To  calculate  the  feet 
In  a  line; 

But  I  know  of  nothing  sweeter, 
Than  working  out  the  metre, 
And  the  rhyme 
I  make  no  pretention, 
If  you  ever  mention 
Scansion, 
I'm  a-hop, 

There  is  no  limit  to  my  art, 
And  when  once  I  start, 
I  am  so  very  smart, 
I  can  rhyme  until  I  drop ; 
But  I  shall  not  degrade  my  ditty. 
By  condescending  to  be  witty, 
Ineffectual  or  pretty, 
So  I  stop. 


Eg. 
MrQ.-  HIC   haec  ho: 
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Eije  (Bib  Carpet  Clipper 

A  sole-ful  ballad  with  a  slap  up-to-date  theme. 
Tune :  "The  Old  Oaken  Bucket" 

How  dear  to  my  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood, 

When  fond  recollection  presents  them  to  view 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled  wild  wood, 

And  ev'ry  loved  spot  which  my  infancy  knew. 
The  swimmin'  'ole  too,  where  my  father  oft  caught  me: 

The  ramshackle  woodshed — I  know  it  so  well — 
When  into  its  shadows  at  twilight  he  brought  me, 

And  with  his  old  slipper  lambasted  me  well. 

His  old  carpet  slipper,  his  leather-soled  slipper, 
His  flat-bottomed  slipper  that  sure  made  me  yell. 

That  number  nine  slipper  that  caught  me  while  bending 

Across  father's  knee  with  my  face  to  the  floor: 
I  wriggled  and  squirmed  as  I  heard  it  descending, 

The  vivid  remembrance  e'en  now  makes  me  sore. 
And  once  when  he  found  me,  alas!  playing  "hookey," 

He  drew  me  aside  with  a  smile  I  knew  well, 
Then  into  the  woodshed  in  silence  he  took  me, 

And  the  slipper  came  down.    I  was  there  when  it  fell. 
The  old  carpet  slipper,  the  hard-tanned  old  slipper, 
The  heavy-weight  slipper  that  sure  made  me  yell. 

Mow  flat  was  its  sole,  and  how  sharp  was  the  impact, 

When  on  my  frail  carcass  it  came  with  a  flop! 
How  fain  would  I  oft  have  withdrawn  from  its  contact, 
And  held  my  breath  hard  for  that  slipper  to  drop. 
E'en  now,  as  I  think  of  those  days  long  departed, 

The  hot,  scalding  tears  cause  my  eyelids  to  swell, 
As  mem'ry  reverts  to  the  times  I  have  smarted 
Beneath  that  old  slipper  dad  handled  so  well. 

That  old  carpet  slipper,  that  tough-soled  old  slipper, 
That  hard,  heavv  slipper  that  sure  made  me  veil. 

A.P. 
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Examination  Bap 


(With  Apologies  to  Wi 
By  CA 

This  day  is  called  examination  day 

He  that  outlives  this  day  and  goes 
safe  home, 

Will    pass    out    when    this    day    is 
named, 

And    rouse    him    at    the    name    of 
education. 

He  that  outlives  this  day  and  sees 
the  morrow 

Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feast  his 
chums, 

And  say,  "to-morrow  is  examina- 
tion day." 

Then    will    he    ope    his    book    and 
show  his  marks. 

And  say,  "These  marks  I  had  on 
examination  day." 

Some    subjects    men    forget;    Yet 
these  shall  not  be  forgot, 

And  he'll  remember  with  what  ad- 
vantages 

What  failures  he  made  that  day! 
Then  shall  our  subjects, 

Familiar  in  their  mouths  as  house- 
hold words — 

rhysic,  French,  and  Geometry, 

Chemistry  and  Latin, 


lliam     Shapespeare) 
rHERINE 
Be  in  their  fertile  brains  freshly 

remembered. 
These  subjects  shall  the  good  man 

teach  his  son. 
And   examination   day   shall   ne'er 

go  by 
From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the 

world  , 

But  Physics  in  it  shall  be  remem- 
bered, 
We  few,  we  studious  few,  we  band 

of  brothers, 
For  he  to-day  that  racks  his  brain 

with  me 
Shall  be  my  brother;  be  he  e'er  so 

dumb, 
This  day  shall  enlighten  his  d.ense 

condition 
And  gentlemen  in  college,  now  so 

sad, 
Shall    think    themselves    accursed 

they  were  not  here, 
And  hold  their  brain-power  weak 

whiles  any  speaks 
That  wrote  with  us  on  examination 

days. 


3n  Jfuture 

In  after  years  when  I  look  back 
On  these,  my  years  in  school, 

Will  those  years  prove  what  teacher  said 
Or  am  I  not  a  fool  ? 

I  came  here,  and  the  world  was  mine ; 

My  thoughts  I  can't  recall, 
But  this  I  do  remember — 

That  I  thought  I  knew  it  all. 
The  days  rolled  on  and  proved  to  me 

I  was  mistaken  quite. 
I  found  myself  so  ignorant 

I  was  a  fool  all  right. 
But  now  I'm  modest  as  can  be, 

I  study  hard  all  day 
But  first  impressions  cling  so  hard 

I'm  still  a  fool,  they  say. 
Oh  well,  some  day  I'm  coming  back — 

I'll  prove  they  were  mistaken, 
I'll  make  them  see  I'm  not  a  fool 

When  I  bring  home  the  bacon. 

ADELAIDE  E.  R.  STERNBERG,  3A. 
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Z\)t  &ocfjester  <£oll>  ifflebal  Oration 

"The  Youth  Movement  in  Its  Attitude  to  War" 
By  S.  Leroy  Toll 

One  of  the  most  striking-  and  significant  movements  of  the  present 
day  is  what  is  known  as  the  "Youth  Movement,"  and  believing  that  1 
represent  the  spirit  of  the  youth  of  to-day,  I  have  decided  to  address  you 
on  the  subject,  "The  Youth  Movement  in  its  Attitude  to  War."  I  know 
you  will  not  all  agree  with  what  I  shall  say,  but  for  the  moment,  forget 
any  prejudice  you  may  have  on  the  subject,  and  listen  to  the  attitude  to 
war  from  the  standpoint  of  a  boy.  I  may  be  wrong,  but  in  my  own  heart 
1  am  convinced  that  the  Youth  Movement  is  right  in  its  attitude  to  war. 

Three  or  four  years  ago,  the  Youth  Movement  within  the  colleges 
and  universities  declared  itself  opposed  to  war  as  a  method  of  settling 
international  disputes.  Since  that  time  the  agitation  for  no  more  war 
has  grown  by  leaps  and  bounds.  More  editorials  have  been  written  dur- 
ing the  last  year  on  the  outlawry  of  war,  than  had  ever  been  written  be- 
fore. Many  persons  are  becoming  convinced  that  war  should  never  be 
engaged  in  even  as  a  last  resort.  Even  as  duelling  has  been  superseded 
by  an  appeal  to  the  courts,  so  it  is  suggested  that  war  should  give  place 
to  an  international  tribunal,  a  court  of  judges  selected  by  the  nations. 

The  Youth  Movement  of  to-day  does  not  agree  that  the  best  means 
of  preventing  war  is  to  prepare  for  it.  Instead  of  preventing  war,  we 
know  that  preparations  for  war  are  almost  sure  to  precipitate  war. 
Never  in  history  were  preparations  so  complete  or  so  widespread,  as  dur- 
ing the  fifty  or  sixty  years  previous  to  1914,  and  yet,  never  were  wars 
so  frequent  as  in  that  period:  France  fought  Italy;  Germany  fought  in 
turn  Denmark,  Austria  and  France;  there  were  the  Russia-Turkey,  and 
the  Russia-Japan  wars;  and  many  wars  in  the  Balkans;  the  Spanish- 
American  war;  wars  in  China;  and  British  wars  in  Afghanistan, 
Abyssinia,  Egypt,  and  South  Africa. 

Think  of  the  colossal  cost  of  modern  war  both  in  lives  and  wealth. 
The  killed  and  maimed  in  the  last  war  were  counted  by  millions,  and  the 
amount  of  wealth  destroyed  was  no  less  staggering.  The  cost  of  the 
artillery  bombardments,  previous  to  the  launching  of  the  infantry  at- 
tacks in  the  battles  of  Arras,  Massines,  and  the  third  battle  of  Ypres, 
cost  over  $260,000,000.  And  these  were  only  three  operations  in  the 
Great  War. 

War  has  become,  in  short,  a  most  detestable  thing.  It  is  almost,  if 
not  <iuite,  as  disastrous  to  victor  as  to  vanquished,  levying  its  enormous 
toll  of  death  upon  the  nations  involved,  and  plunging  their  children,  and 
their  children's  children,  into  an  almost  hopeless  morass  of  debt. 

If  another  war  should  come,  explosives  will  be  used  such  as  have 
never  been  imagined  before.  Shells  will  be  exploded  not  only  on  the  bat- 
tlefield or  in  the  fortified  place,  but  in  the  home  cities  of  th°  people, 
where  women  and  children,  homes  and  hospitals,  statesmen  and  paupers, 
will  all  be  brought  down  in  ruin  together.  Deadly  poison  gases  will  be 
thrown  from  the  sides  upon  defenceless  cities,  and  all  life  therein  will  be 
ext<  rminated;  Disease  germs  will  also  be  used  to  destroy  the  enemy. 
War  will  no  longer  be  a  sort  of  gallant  adventure,  but  an  impossible 
thing,  too  terrible  \>>r  civilization  to  indulge  in  and  survive. 

We  honour  those  who  in  the  wars  of  the  past  have  nobly  given  them- 
selves in  sacrifice,  hut  is  the  youth  of  the  world  to  go  on,  nobly  sacrific- 
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ing  itself  to  the  end  of  time?  We  live  in  a  new  age;  it  is  time  for  a 
change. 

Youth  may  be  immature,  untrained,  impetuous.  Youth  may  be 
unable  to  offer  a  perfect  international  solution.  But  we  are  convinced 
that  what  we  need  is  not  merely  a  group  of  nations,  bound  together  by 
treaties,  which  admit  war  as  even  a  last  resort,  but  a  world  court,  to 
which  all  international  disputes  may  be  submitted,  with  a  definite  under- 
standing that  such  disputes  shall  be  settled  by  an  appeal  to  reason  and 
justice. 

Our  boys  in  the  great  struggle  of  1914-18,  went  forth  to  die  in  "a 
war  to  end  war."  They  died  that  we  might  live  and  that  war  might 
cease  forever.  "Shall  we  break  faith  with  those  who  sleep  in  Flanders' 
Fields?" 

Let  me  paint  you  a  picture:  Time:  May,  1929.  Place:  Anywhere 
where  the  military  spirit  dominates.  And  the  bands  will  play — and  the 
citizens  will  cheer — and  the  mothers  will  beam — and  the  officials  will 
swell  with  pride,  as  gallant  youth  fares  forth  in  military  parade.  Over- 
head: The  spotless  blue  of  the  sky.  Beneath  their  feet:  the  emerald 
green  of  the  grass.  Everywhere,  the  beauty  of  spring.  The  world  is  at 
peace. 

"Turn  backward,  0  time  in  thy  flight."  Time:  May,  1918.  Place: 
The  battlefields  of  France.  No  bands  there — no  cheering  spectators — 
no  beaming  mothers — no  intriguing  diplomats.  Overhead:  the  monoton- 
ous, unceasing,  drizzle  of  rain.  Underfoot :  a  soggy  morass  of  mud. 
Everywhere,  screaming,  blinding,  seering,  hell.  The  world  was  at  war. 
Somewhere  funeral  dirges  were  playing.  Somewhere  sweethearts  wept 
bitterly.  Somewhere  mothers  sobbed  quietly.  Somewhere  behind  the 
closed  doors  of  safety,  Militarism  was  counting  the  cost,  and  was  shiver- 
ing a  bit  at  the  cold  Frankenstein  it  had  loosened  on  youth. 

They  call  these  May-day  parades  grand  military  spectacles.  We  call 
them  mockery.  We  call  them  Hypocrisy.  We  call  them  ignorance.  We 
call  them  crime.  Mockery,  because  they  keep  alive  the  military  spirit, 
and  mock  the  lives  of  our  boys  who  died  that  war  might  cease.  Hypoc- 
risy, because  they  tell  us  that  the  power  to  kill  is  the  right  to  kill.  Ignor- 
ance, because  they  are  blind  to  a  better  way.  Crime,  because  they  teach 
us  that  history  repeats  itself,  that  human  nature  cannot  be  changed, 
that  individuals,  and  races,  and  nations,  must  forever  beat  each  other's 
brains  out,  on  the  gory  anvil  of  Mars. 

Militarism  told  the  youth  of  1914,  that  patriotism,  virtue,  and  hon- 
our, were  calling  them  to  destroy  the  youth  of  other  nations.  Militarism 
told  youth  that  this  was  a  holy  war — a  war  to  make  the  world  safe  for 
democracy.  Youth  went  out  and  bathed  its  soul  in  blood.  It  came  back 
and  laid  its  booty  on  the  green  peace-tables  of  Versailles,  and  men  and 
women  the  world  over  declared  there  must  never  be  another  war. 

But  the  war  demon  has  again  crept  from  its  hiding  place,  and  is 
telling  the  youth  of  to-day  that  we  must  prepare  for  the  next  war,  that 
we  must  learn  how  to  bombard  and  destroy  the  enemy  cities,  that  we 
must  learn  to  pour  shell-fire  and  poisonous  gas  into  the  homes  of  terror- 
stricken  women  and  innocent  children.  All  this  in  the  name  of  liberty, 
democracy,  civilization, — because  there  is  not  a  better  way. 

Must  we  go  through  it  all  again?  Will  the  world  never  learn? 
Shall  the  war  spirit  continue  to  dominate  our  governments,  our  homes, 
and  our  institutions?  Are  truth,  beauty,  and  wisdom  to  be  sold  for  a 
mess  of  pottage? 
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We  know  there  is  a  better  way.  War  must  not  and  shall  not  be. 
We  demand  that  this  medieval  monster,  this  destructive  demon,,  this 
cruel  slayer  of  youth,  this  enemy  of  peace  and  progress,  which  lias 
thrust  itself  forward  into  the  twentieth  century,  shall  be  smitten  to  the 
death,  never  more  to  lift  its  gory  head  among  the  nations  of  the  earth. 

In  the  event  of  war,  it  is  youth  that  is  sacrificed,  youth  pays  the 
price,  and  youth  should  deal  the  cards. 


Etuiligfjt 


Now  comes  the  twilight  hour 

After  the  day, 
And  the  red  streaks  of  light 

Slowly  decay, 
While  night's  soft  voice  to  sleep 

Calls  us  away. 

Murmurs  the  flocks  low  bleat 

Over  the  lea, 
Where  in  the  clover  sweet 

Hushed  is  the  bee, 
As  after  surge  and  foam 

Sleepeth  the  sea. 


Vanish  the  sounds  of  day, 

All  the  birds  gone, 
Only  a  single  note 

Echoes  along 
Of  some  old  mother  bird's 

Lullaby  song. 

Up  in  the  tender  blue, 

Deep  and  afar, 
Just  as  the  harbour  lamps 

Gleam  o'er  the  bar, 
Shine  the  fair  lights  of  heav'n 

Star  after  star. 


Sleepeth  the  wide  world  now 

Under  the  skies 
While  o'er  each  sleeper  watch 

Sweet  angel  eyes; 
And  when  the  night  is  gone 

Morn  will  arise. 

OLIVE  SIMPSON,  4U. 


•June         Opirits 
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The  following  are  the  highest 
marks  obtained  in  each  form  at  the 
Easter  examinations,  also  the 
names  of  the  first  three  pupils  in 
each  form. 

5  A  and  5  C:  1,  Marjorie  Savage, 
2,  Yetta  Kasler,  3,  Elaine  Hender- 
son. E.  C,  Sophie  Mannis;  E.  L., 
Marjorie  Savage;  M.  H.,  E.  Hen- 
derson; Alg.,  M.  Savage;  Geom.,  Y. 
Kasler,  Trig.,  M.  Savage;  Bot.,  E. 
Henderson;  Zool.,  E.  Henderson; 
Phys.,  M.  Savage;  Chem.,  E.  Hen- 
derson; L.A.,  E.  Henderson;  L.C., 
Patricia  Sloane,  M.  Savage;  Fr.  A., 

E.  Henderson ;  F.  C,  E.  Henderson. 
5  B.:  1,  Leo  Clavir;  2,  Elizabeth 

Gillespie;  3,  Isabel  Jordan.  E.  C. 
Rae  Perigoe;  E.  L.,  L.  Clavir;  M. 
H.,  L.  Clavia;  Alg.,  L.  Clavir,  A. 
Messinger;  Geom.,  E.  Gillespie; 
Trig.,  Evelyn  Perrin;  Biol.,  E.  Gil- 
lespie: Phys.,  Horace  Young; 
Chem.,  Dora  Stevenson;  L.  A., 
Arlyne  Matheson;  L.  C,  A.  Mat- 
theson;  F.  A.,  E.  Perrin,  I.  Jordan; 

F.  C,  E.  Gillespie;  G.  A.,  E.  Gilles- 
pie; G.  C,  E.  Gillespie. 

4  A.:  1,  Robert  Mustard;  2,  Lor- 
ne  Deare;  Charles  Kaplaln.  E.  C, 
R.  Mustard;  E.  L.,  Ruth  Pollock; 
A.  H.,  Alex  Gray,  Ralph  Constam, 
Nelson  Carrique;  Geom.,  Harry 
Blades,  Willson  Bryers,  Hedley 
Davidson,   A.   Gray,   Martin  Jack- 


son; Chas.,  Kaplan,  R.  Mustard; 
Phys.,  R.  Mustard;  L.  A.,  N.  Car- 
rique; L.  C,  R.  Constam;  F.  A.,  El- 
len Dworkin;  F.  C,  Clifford  Fow- 
ler; G.  A.,  E.  Dworkin;  G.  C,  Syl- 
via Cohn,  E.  Dworkin. 

4  B. :  1,  Harold  Burnham  ;  2,  Wil- 
helmina  Young;  3,  Harold  Arnup. 

E.  C,  Lawrence  Ranta;  E.  L., 
Mary  Linklater;  A.  H.,  W.  Young; 
Phys.,  Harvey  Goodwin,  H.  Burn- 
ham;  L.  C,  H.  Burnham;  F.  A., 
Margaret  Ross;  F.  C,  M.  Ross. 

4  C. :  1,  Frank  Froom;  2,  Mar- 
garet Eddy;  3,  Lee  Dougan.  E.  C, 
Jean  Munroe;  E.  L.,  Adria  Hamil- 
ton; A.  H.,  R.  Edmonds;  Geom.,  M. 
Eddy;  Phys.,    L.    Dougan;    L.  A., 

F.  Froom;  L.  C,  Lee  Dougan;  F. 
A.,  Evelyn  Harvey;  F.  C,  Frank 
Froom. 

4  D.:  1,  P.  Scott;  2,  Hope  Mc- 
Kittrick;  3,  Mattv  Clarke.  E.  C, 
M.  Clarke;  E.  L.,  Rowe;  A.  H.,  0. 
Simpson ;  Geom.,  Brown ;  Chem., 
Rowe;  L.  A.,  M.  Clarke;  L.  C,  Scott 
F.  A.,  Scott ;  F.  C.  H.  McKittrick. 

3  A. :  1,  Marion  Pixlev ;  2,  Ralph 
McKibbon ;  3,  Bernard  Neeb.  E.  C, 
Leroy  Toll;  E.  L.,  Anne  Lawson;  C. 
H.,  A.  Lawson;  Alg.,  B.  Neeb; 
Chem.,  R.  McKibbon;  Lat.,  A. 
Pearlstein ;  Fr.,  D.  Perigoe ;  Ger., 
Abe  Pearlstein,  Rowena  Phillips. 
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3  B.:  1.  Barrisdale  Gray;  2,  Nor- 
man Richardson;  3.  Muriel  Clark. 
E.  C.  H.  Oborne;  E.  L.,  B.  Gray; 

C.  H..  B.  Cray;  Alg.,  R.  Alexander. 

B.  Eenner,  R.  Gray;  Chem.,  Marion 
Wray;  Rhys..  R.  Alexander;  Lat., 
R.  Fenner;  Fr.,  Muriel  Clark. 

3  C:  1,  H.  Anderson;  2,  C.  Cole; 
3,  D.  Dexter.  E.  C,  Margaret  Hill ; 
E.  L.,  M.  Hill;  C.  H.,  M.  Hill:  Alg.. 
H.  Anderson;  Phys.,  A.  Martin; 
Chem.,  E.  Carveth ;  R.  Thompson ; 
Lat..  E.  Bryant,  D.  Dexter;  Fr..  H. 
Anderson,  A.  Martin. 

3  D.:  1,  F.  McCarthy;  2,  J.  Cor- 
rigan;  3,  E.  W.  Steiner.  E.  C„  F. 
McCarthy;  E.  L.,  F.  McCarthy;  C. 
H.,  D.  Ritchie;  Alg.,  G.  Keith: 
Chem.,  J.  Cross ;  Lat.,  Winnifred 
Rerigoe;  Fr.,  J.  Corrigan. 

3  E.:  1.  Edward  Davies;  2,  Phy- 
llis Allen ;  3,  Margaret  Phillips.    E. 

C,  Allister  Morrison;  E.  L.,  E. 
Davies ;  P.  Allen ;  C.  H.,  Ewen  Fos- 
ter; Alg.,  E.  Davies;  Phys.,  E.  Dav- 
ies; Lat.,  Stuart  Geddes;  Fr.,  P. 
Allen. 

2  A.:  1.  Alice  Vercoe;  2,  Marx- 
Page;  3,  Helen  Atkinson.  E.  G.,  H. 
Atkinson;  E.  C,  H.  Kamman;  E.  L., 
H.  Kamman;  Arith.,  M.  Page,  A. 
Vercoe;  Lat.,  George  Applebaum; 
Fr.,  II.  Atkinson;  Ger.,'  A.  Vercoe. 

2  B. :  1,  Jessie  Corbett;  2,  Muriel 
Steinberg;  3,  Ross  Herrington.  E. 
G.,  Dorothy  Bobbins;  E.  C,  Nina 
Jacobs;  E.  L.,  J.  Corbett;  Physiog., 
Wm.  Kennedy;  Arith.,  E.  Parsons; 
Geom.,  Dorothy  Shipton,  Ross  Her- 
rington; Zool.,  J.  Corbett;  Lat.,  M. 
Steinberg;  Fr.,  J.  Corbett. 

2  C:  1,  Marjorie  McRae;  2,  Har- 
old Bailey;  3.  Peter  Smith.  E.  G. 
II.  Bailey,  Barbara  McClennan;  E. 
G,  Edith  Kirk:  E.  L.,  II.  R.ailey; 
\rith.,  Patricia  Brown;  Geom.,  P. 
mith;  Zool.,  M.  McRae;  Physiog., 
P.  Brown;  Lat.,  Helen  Hackner; 
Fr.,  R.  McClennan,  H.  Bailey. 

2D.:  1,  Margaret  Thomson;  2, 
Alex.  Forbes;  3,  Eileen  Low.  E. 
G.,  M.  Thomson;  E.  C,  M.  Thom- 
son;  E.  L..  M.  Thomson;  Arith., 
.James  Aitkcn,  Harold  Schatzberg; 


Geom.,  Margaret  Thomson;  Phy- 
siog., Charleton  Lindo;  Lat.,  Isabel 
Grimshaw;  Fr.,  Lois  Brobst,  June 
Rice ;  Ger.,  Lois  Brobst. 

2  E.;  1,  Richard  Brown;  2, 
Christian  Milton;  3,  Walter  Old- 
field.  E.  G.,  R.  Brown;  E.  C,  W. 
Oldfield;  E.  L.,  W.  Oldfield;  Phy- 
siog., C.  Milton;  Arith.,  R.  Brown; 
Harold  Duthie,  Monsell  Jackson, 
Robert  King,  Geom.,  C.  Milton,  W. 
Oldfield;  Lat.,  R.  Brown;  Fr.,  R. 
Brown. 

2  F.:  1,  K.  Faux;  2,  L.  Gardner; 
3,  J.  Sinclair.  E.  G.,  J.  Sinclair;  E. 
C,  K.  Faux;  E.  L.,  K.  Knifton; 
Phvsiog.,  L.  Gardner;  Arith.,  J. 
Fife;  Geom.,  K.  Faux;  Lat.,  E. 
Jones;  Fr.,  K.  Faux. 

2  G.:  1,  Cressy  McCattv;  2,  Ar- 
thur Peart;  3,  Winston  McCattv. 
E.  G.,  C.  McCatly;  E.  C,  W.  Mc- 
Cattv, Anne  Edmison;  E.  L.,  W. 
McCatty;  Physiog.,  D.  Falkner; 
Arith.,  E.  Lvons,  N.  Dice ;  Geom., 
C.  McCatty;  Lat.,  John  MacVicar; 
Fr.,  Edith  Brown. 

2  H. :  1,  Donald  Nasmith ;  2,  Vera 
Church ;  3,  Ronald  McFeeters.  E. 
G.,  D.  Nasmith ;  E.  C,  Alice  Hud- 
son; E.  L.,  Alice  Hudson;  Physiog., 
R.  McFeeters ;  Arith.,  Vera  Church 
Geom.,  D.  Nasmith;  Lat.,  R.  Mc- 
Feeters; Fr.,  Donald  Nasmith. 

1  A.:  1,  Ruth  Corbett;  2,  Cather- 
ine Bailey ;  3,  Edward  Scott.  E.  C. 
Gladys  Johnston;  E.  L.,  Jovce  B  n- 
nett;  B.  H.  Ruth  Corbett;  Geog., 
J.  Bennett;  Alg.,  Carol  Brown;  B. 
K,  C.  Brown;  Art,  J.  Bennett;  Bot., 
R.  Corbett;  Lat.,  C.  Bailey;  Fr., 
Margaret  Baggs. 

1  B. :  1,  Helen  Henderson;  2, 
Fred  Bell ;  3,  Svlvia  Melson.  E.  C, 
Grey  Arnup;  E.  L.,  F.  Bell;  B.  H., 
Arthur  Cockfield;  Geog.,  Helen 
Egan,  H.  Caplan;  Alg.,  R.  Wight- 
man;  Art,  Helen  Henderson;  Bot., 
Cornelia  Donovan ;  Lat.,  Sylvia  Mel- 
son, H.  Roberts;  Fr.,  S.  Melson. 

1  G:  1,  Victoria  Stewart;  2,  Joy- 
ce Kirk;  3,  Mary  McTaggart.  E. 
C,  V.  Stewart;  E.  L.  R.  Mee;  B.  II., 
J.   Kirk;  Geog.,  V.  Stewart;   Alg., 
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V.  Stewart;  Art,  V.  Stewart;  Bot., 
Mary  McTaggart;  Lat.,  V.  Stew- 
art ;  Fr.,  V.  Stewart. 

1  I).:  1.  Patricia  Bull;  2,  Jean 
Gilbert;  3,  Marjorie  Shields.  E.  C, 
J.  Gilbert;  E.  L.,  P.  Bull;  B.  H., 
Miriam  Shapiro;  Geog.,  Cecille  Rot- 
ney ;  Alg.,  Alex.  Ironside,  Thorn. 
Powell,  Wm.  Smith ;  Art,  Jean 
Gilbert;  Bot.,  P.  Bull;  Lat.,  P.  Bull; 
Fr.,  P.  Bull. 

1  E.:  1,  Grace  Bristow;  2,  Wm. 
Gray;  3,  Lillian  Brenzel.  E.  C.,  G. 
Bristow;  E.  L.,  G.  Bristow;  B.  H., 
G.  Bristow;  Geog.,  G.  Bristow; 
Alg.,  Wm.  Gray;  B.  K.,  Marjorie 
Allan;  Lat.,  Russell  Skitch;  Fr.,  G. 
Bristow. 

1  G.:  1,  Max.  Mabee;  2,  Mary 
Holmes ;  3,  Bryan  Vaughn.  E.  C., 
Edvth  Mewgill;  E.  L.,  E.  Hewgill; 
B.  H.,  B.  Vaughn  ;  Geog.,  M.  Mabee; 
Alg.,  Keith  Legge,  M.  Mabee ;  B. 
K.,  Aubrey  Kerr,  Grace  Lickorish; 
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Lat.,  E.  Hewgill,  M.  Mabee ;  Fr.,  M. 
Mabee,  E.  Hewgill. 

1  H.:  1,  Bernard  Posnick;  2, 
Edith  Warnock;  3,  Dorothy  Maid- 
aver.  E.  C.,  B.  Posnick;  E.  L.,  B. 
Posnick;  B.  H.,  Wm.  Burgess; 
Geog.,  Jack  Ritchie;  Alg.,  Wm. 
Murphy,  B.  Posnick;  B.  K.,  Mar- 
garet Murray,  B.  Posnick;  Lat.,  B. 
Posnick  ;  Fr.,  B.  Posnick. 

1  K. :  1,  Joan  Seon;  2,  Steven 
Spencer;  3,  Beulah  Simon.  E.  C., 
B.  Simon;  E.  L.,  B.  Simon;  B.  II. 
Jim  Thompson;  Geog.,  S.  Spencer; 
Alg.,  S.  Spencer,  Joan  Seon;  B.  H., 
Joan  Seon;  Lat.,  Joan  Seon;  Fr.,  B. 
Simon. 

IF.:  1,  Donald  Robb;  2,  Ralph 
Jordan;  3,  Laina  Heinanen.  E.  C., 
L.  Heinanen;  E.  L.,  L.  Heinanen, 
Thomas  Isbister;  B.  H.,  D.  Robb; 
Geog.,  Frederick  Henry;  Alg., 
Thomas  Isbister;  B.  K.,  Jack  Aber- 
nathie,  John  Harper;  Lat,,  D.  Robb 
Fr.,  R.  Jordan,  Marjorie  Bird. 


Jfatalistic 


The  Fates  are  busy,  ever  busy, 
Life  to  them  is  mere  detail, 

Of  spinning,  weaving,  breaking, 
A  faintly  sighted  sail. 


Golden  threads  among  the  darker. 
Bloody  red  in  sunlight's  glow, 

Flutter  through  the  sister's  fingers 
Like  a  swift  river's  flow. 


Sunny  skies  there  are  and  grayer. 

Grayer  than  my  heart  to-day, 
Perhaps  the  Fates  will  soon  be  kind 

And  send  threads  of  golden  joy. 
H.S.K.     V.B. 


Firter  -    I  cant  wider/stand   u/fcy  ]tu  are  onlj 
attentive  m  Hr  Jachsoni  classes 

^oun^  TKinq  -   Vouve  never  5een  fir  J^cMon 
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Assembly  Hall 

Many  pleasant  mornings  have 
been  spent  during  the  past  term  in 
the  auditorium.  Everybody  is  en- 
joying the  music  on  the  "wood-be" 
Orthophonic,  the  only  draw  back 
being  that  we  no  longer  hear  both 
sides  of  the  record.  The  boys 
especially,  seem  to  appreciate  a 
good  march,  judging  by  their  in- 
ability to  restrain  their  feet.  Sev- 
eral numbers  have  been  rendered 
by  the  Glee  Club,  one  of  which  was 
accompanied  by  a  dancing  doll, 
trained  by  Miss  Maitland. 

Upon  another  occasion  we  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  some  of  our 
crack  shotsmen  awarded  both  cer- 
tificates and  medals.  Altogether, 
"asembly"  has  been  very  enjoyable 
this  past  term. 


Archibald  Flower 

Everybody  was  delighted  to  have 
Mr.  Archibald  Flower  speak  to  us 
on  February  eighteenth,  his  theme 
being,  "Will.  Shapespeare,  the 
School  Boy."  This  talk  brought 
Shakespeare  a  little  nearer  to  the 


pupils  to  know  that  he  was  a  red- 
haired,  freckle-faced  little  lad  who 
ran  about  with  the  girls  and  did  not 
take  life  too  seriously.  We  are  all 
looking  forward  to  the  time  when 
we  will  be  able  to  visit  the  little  old 
school  house  which  is  almost  the 
same  now  as  it  was  when  Shake- 
speare went  there.  Mr.  Flower, 
himself  from  Stratford-on-Avon, 
gave  us  such  a  vivid  description  of 
the  beautiful  home  where  this 
world-renowned  dramatist  lived, 
that  it  will  live  in  our  memories  for 
many  years.  This  exponent  of 
Shakespeare  has  taken  a  part  in 
several  of  the  plays  which  the 
Stratford-on-Avon  Players  pro- 
duced, so  with  his  particular  in- 
terest in  his  subject  and  a  charm- 
ing personality  he  has  made 
Shakespeare  seem  not  merely  a 
figure-head,  but  a  great  genius.  It 
is  extremely  hard  to  express  our 
gratitude  to  Mr.  Flower  for  giving 
us  such  a  delightful  account  of 
Shakespeare.  We  hope  he  will  not 
forget  us  when  he  visits  Canada 
again. 
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The  Oratorical  Contest 

On  the  morning  of  February  the 
twenty-first,  the  Senior  Oratorical 
Contest  was  held.  The  contestants 
were  five  in  number,  which  was 
rather  disappointing  as  we  had 
hoped  for  more  this  year.  The 
speakers  were  judged  in  a  similar 
manner  to  those  of  last  year,  by  a 
vote  of  the  Upper  School  teachers. 
Leroy  Toll  (3A.)  gave  an  inspiring 
talk  on  the  Youth  Movement  in  its 
attitude  toward  war.  No  one  can 
deny  the  fact  that  he  justly  de- 
serves  the  Rochester  Gold  Medal, 
which  was  his  award.  Morrison 
(3E.)  who  spoke  on  "Canada's 
Future,"  wins  the  Senior  Literary 
Society  gold  medal.  Day  (4B.)  held 
our  close  attention  by  a  very  vivid 
description  of  the  life  of  Louis  XVI, 
thus  winning  the  silver  medal.  The 
two  other  speakers  were  Miss  Eddy 
(4C)  who  spoke  on  the  great  work 
of  David  Livingstone,  and  James 
Fenelon  (5A.)  whose  topic  was 
"Economic  Problems  of  Canada." 
The  speakers  all  deserve  praise  and 
we  sincerely  hope  that  next  year 
greater  enthusiasm  will  be  shown, 
and  that  the  Intercollegiate  Cham- 
pionship may  be  brought  back  to 
Oakwood. 


A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream 

The  Hart  House  Players  were 
coming  to  Oakwood !  How  every- 
body was  anticipating  the  event ! 
We  had  all  heard  about  their  ex- 
quisite interpretation  of  Shake- 
speare's "A  Midsummer  Night's 
Dream,"  and  it  didn't  take  any 
coaxing  to  make  the  pupils  buy 
tickets. 

The  Assembly  Hall  was  filled  to 
overflowing  on  the  night  of  Jan. 
the  thirty-first.  Nor  were  we  dis- 
appointed. The  play  was  delight- 
ful from  start  to  finish,  the  cast 
In! ng  excellently  chosen,  and  every 
little  detail  was  splendidly  worked 
out.  The  lighting  was  particularly 
fascinating     as     it     was     changed 


swiftly  and  deftly  to  suit  the  mood 
of  the  play.  The  costumes  too  were 
lovely,  and  added  life  and  charm. 

When  the  play  was  over,  the  cast 
was  invited  upstairs  to  the  House- 
hold Science  room.  There  some  of 
the  members  of  the  Senior  Drama- 
tic Group  had  prepared  light  re- 
freshments. How  changed  they  all 
were,  but  none  the  less  attractive, 
as  they  appeared  a  few  minutes 
later  in  their  every  day  clothes! 
They  were  a  jolly  crowd,  and  ap- 
peared to  enjoy  themselves  while 
the  girls  did  their  best  to  make 
them  feel  at  home. 

We  cannot  express  our  gratitude 
to  them  for  giving  us  such  an  en- 
joyable evening  and  we  are  all  look- 
ing forward  to  next  year  when  we 
hope  to  see  them  again. 


Fifth   Form   Frolic 

Is  the  fifth  form  of  1928-9  dead, 
dormant,  or  just  hibernating?  It 
was  rumoured  that  several  former 
pupils,  and  even  members  of  the 
graduating  class,  believed  that  we 
were  at  least  asleep. 

Actuated  by  these  rumours,  the 
fifths  held  a  dance  on  Wednesday, 
February  the  thirteenth,  which  cer- 
tainly proved  their  capacity  for  a 
good  time.  Mrs.  Edwards  very 
graciously  opened  her  home  to  us, 
and  with  her  daughter  Betty,  play- 
ed a  large  part  in  making  the  eve- 
ning a  success.  It  was  really  a 
VA-C  party,  but  we  condescended 
to  include  a  few  VB'ers.  The  boys 
provided  ice-cream,  while  the  re- 
maining refreshments  were  taken 
by  the  girls,  and  everybody  con- 
tributed to  the  good  time.  After 
five  hundred  and  ninety-seven  of 
the  expected  four  hundred  elite  had 
arrived,  the  fun  began,  and  lasted 
until — ??  Then  acting  upon  the  ad- 
vice of  one  whose  desires  we  always 
strive  earnestly  to  carry  out,  we 
attempted  to  the  best  of  our  abili- 
ty, to  "find  the  longest  way  home." 
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Art  Note 

The  price  of  our  picture  this  year 
lias  been  a  source  of  much  com- 
ment. However,  we  believe  no  one 
will  regret  its  choice.  The  artist, 
W.  P.  Reid,  thinks  that  it  is  a  good 
sample  of  his  work.  It  certainly  is 
far  ahead  of  many  other  pictures. 
The  scene  comprises  two  gnarled, 
weather-beaten  trees,  in  the  Cat- 
skill  Mountains,  with  a  little  village 
in  the  background.  The  technique 
is  bold,  the  objects  are  clearly  out- 
lined, and  not  lacking  in  detail.  The 
subject  removes  one  far  from  the 
worry  of  school  life  into  the  free, 
(men  country. 


The  Oakwood  Girls'  Glee  Club 

The  meaning  of  "Glee"  is  a  song 
in  three  or  more  parts;  sixty  girls 
of  this  club  have  been  singing  at- 
tractive music  in  three  parts  and, 
in  their  meetings  have  found  the 
other  meaning  of  their  name  "glee" 
for  the  co-operation  in  song,  the 
relaxation  at  rehearsals  after  a  day 
of  study,  the  friendships  made  and 
the  parties  held,  have  all  been  a 
source  of  real  happiness.  Chiefly 
confined  to  the  lower  school,  the 
girls  have  age,  as  well  as  interests, 
in  common  and,  encouraged  by 
their  popular,  efficient  directress, 
Miss  J.  Maitland,  they  have  de- 
veloped into  "an  organization  of 
which  the  school  may  well  be 
proud."  That  is  the  opinion  of  the 
Board  of  Directors  of  the  Ontario 
Educational  Association,  expressed 
in  a  letter  of  appreciation  to  Mr. 
Gray,  along  with  a  substantial  che- 
que by  which  the  girls  are  to  be 
"treated." 

On  the  evening  of  April  2,  the 
Glee  Club  sang  in  Convocation  Hall 
(Queen's  Park) ,  before  an  audience 
of  about  two  thousand  eminent  per- 
sons attending  the  convention  of 
the  0.  E.  A.  Before  and  after 
Premier  Ferguson's  address,  the 
girls  rendered  two  numbers.  Their 
"smart"    appearance    in    uniform 


dress,  their  whole-hearted  atten- 
tion to  Miss  Maitland's  directing 
and  their  excellent  tone  in  singing 
were  praised.  Miss  Maitland,  Mr. 
Gray  and  the  girls  have  been  re- 
ceiving compliments  on  their  suc- 
cess in  this  first  years  endeavours. 

In  the  Toronto  Art  Gallery  at  the 
"Book  Fair"  last  February,  a  triple 
trio  selected  from  the  Glee  Club 
provided  some  of  the  entertain- 
ment. They  sang  two  songs,  one 
of  them  in  French  ("Cloche  du 
Soir")  and  did  great  credit  to  them- 
selves, their  leader  and  their  school, 
as  the  daily  papers  reported.  Eve- 
ning rehearsals  each  followed  by  a 
merry  "party,"  were  held  at  Miss 
Maitland's  home  and  that  of 
Eleanor  Christilaw. 

The  last  public  appearance  of  the 
Glee  Club  this  year  will  be  at  Jar- 
vis  Collegiate  on  April  19,  where 
they  are  expected  to  sing  at  inter- 
vals during  the  Boys'  Final  Orator- 
ical Contest.  A  few  appearances  in 
the  Assembly  Hall  have  provided 
practice  for  the  girls  and  enjoy- 
ment for  the  other  members  of  0. 
C.  I.  "Huskeen"  and  "The  Dancing 
Doll,"  with  Rose  Levy  as  the  pretty 
doll  in  a  stiff-pointed  dance,  were 
the  favourite  numbers.  Verna  Nel- 
son, as  pianist,  has  been  most 
faithful  and  efficient. 

In  January,  the  executive  of  the 
Club  planned  a  party  to  which  all 
girls  of  the  school  were  invited. 
Dancing  for  the  hundred  who  at- 
tended, an  entertainment  of  mus- 
ical solos  and  duets,  a  dancing 
chorus  and  solo  dances,  followed  by 
refreshments,  constituted  a  very 
happy  afternoon.  Other  little  part- 
ies have  been  enjoyed  by  the  Club 
members  only.  If  you  wish  to  share 
this  glee  and  the  joy  of  worth-while 
success,  to  make  new  friends  who 
have  a  real  Club  spirit,  don't  miss 
one  of  the  best  things  in  Oakwood, 
but  join  the  Girls'  Glee  Club  when 
it  is  reorganized  next  September. 
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Smiles 


Peterkin's  smile  was  missing! 
It  had  been  missing  two  whole 
nights,  and  poor  Mother  Moon  was 
becoming  quite  worried.  All  the 
other  starlets  behaved  very  well 
and  twinkled  beautifully,  every 
night  after  Father  Sun  had  gone 
to  bed,  and  covered  himself  all  up 
with  the  big  purple  cloud-covers. 

Teddy  and  Marjorie,  the  twins, 
who  lived  in  the  big  white  house 
on  the  hill,  were  worried  too. 
Every  night,  after  mammy  had 
put  on  their  nighties,  they  would 
run  to  the  window  to  say  good- 
night to  the  starlets  and  Peterkin 
was  their  favorite,  for  his  smile 
always  seemed  just  a  little  happier 
than  that  of  any  of  the  other  star- 
lets. 

Nobody  knew  quite  why  Peter- 
kin  was  sad,  except  Peterkin  him- 
self. But  he  knew  quite  well.  He 
was  sad  because  Marian  had  for- 
gotten to  say  good-night  to  him. 
Marian  lived  in  a  small  white 
house  a  great  many  corners  away 
from  the  house  where  Teddy  and 
.Marjorie  lived.  Every  night  Mar- 
ian and  her  mother  would  sit  at 
the  window  and  talk  to  Peterkin. 
Then  his  smile  would  grow  hap- 
pier than  ever,  and  they  would 
know  that  was  his  answer.  So 
when  Marian  did  not  come  to  the 
window   Peterkin  was  sad.   Every 


evening,  as  soon  as  he  had  jumped 
out  of  the  soft,  grey  cloud-bed,  he 
would  hurry  to  the  big,  blue 
meadow  where  they  played  all 
night,  to  see  whether  Marian  was 
at  her  window.  But  she  was  never 
there. 

One  night  Mother  Moon  sent  one 
of  her  moonbeam-pages  with  a 
message  to  the  fairies.  It  must 
have  worried  them,  for  that  very 
night  the  Queen  of  the  fairies  her- 
self, came  to  the  big,  blue  meadow. 
But,  although  Peterkin  was  very 
fond  of  her,  she  could  not  make 
him  happy.  It  took  her  a  very  few 
minutes  to  find  out  why  Peterkin 
was  so  sad,  and  just  a  few  minutes 
more  to  find  out  why  Marian  was 
not  at  her  window.  But  it  took 
longer  to  decide  how  to  restore 
Peterkin's  smile,  and  before  the 
Queen  had  succeeded,  Mother 
Moon  wras  tucking  him  up  in  bed, 
and  the  happy  little  Breezes  were 
singing  him  to  sleep. 

The  next  night,  when  Peterkin 
woke  up,  there  was  a  strange  star- 
let playing  in  the  big,  blue 
meadow.  And  that  night,  for  the 
first  time  in  many  nights,  there 
was  somebody  at  the  window  in 
Marian's  house.  Peterkin  was  so 
happy,  he  almost  shouted — but  not 
quite.      It      was      only      Marian's 
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mother,  sitting  there  alone.  Then 
Peterkin  was  puzzled.  He  sat  for  a 
long  time,  staring  first  at  the 
strange  starlet,  and  then  at  the 
window  in  the  small  white  house. 
And  then  he  understood.  He  hur- 
ried over  to  the  strange  starlet, 
who  was  no  longer  strange,  and 
taking  her  hand  a  little  timidly, 
led  her  back  to  the  corner  he  al- 
ways played  in.  They  smiled  hap- 
pily at  Marian's  mother,  but  she 
only  looked  at  them  sadly.  But 
Peterkin  was  so  happy  that  he 
smiled  at  her  over  and  over  again 
until    he    made    her    understand. 


Then  that  sad  look  in  her  eyes 
went  away,  and  a  faint  smile  came 
over  her  face ;  at  last  Peterkin  and 
Marian  knew  she  was  no  longer 
lonesome  or  unhappy. 

Marjorie  and  Teddy  never  knew 
who  the  strange  starlet  was,  but 
they  knew  that  she  brought  Peter- 
kin's  smile  back,  so  they  loved  her 
too. 

So  if  you  see  a  very  happy  little 
star  tumbling  about  in  the  big, 
blue  meadow,  some  evening,  and  a 
shy,  little  star  close  by,  you  may 
know  it  is  Peterkin  and  Marian 
you  see. 


(An  Adaptation) 

A'riting  all  day  at  Botany  tests, 

And  marshaling  figures  in  rows, 
Debiting  purchases,  crediting  sales, 

Discounting  provisions  and  clothes. 

fitting  all  day  at  a  miserable  desk, 

With  fifty  more  doing  the  same, 
And  the  road  outside  where  the  traffic  goes  by, 

Like  a  flickering,  beckoning  flame. 

I  am  sick  of  the  school  routine, 

Sick  unto  death  of  the  rut. 
Tired  of  being  a  cog  in  the  wheel, 

And  receiving  marks  like  a  nut. 

I  want  to  get  out,  to  go  drifting:  again. 

To  forget  about  lessons  and  files, 
And  search  out  a  road  that  winds  through  the  hills, 

And  follow  it  miles  and  miles. 

I  long  for  the  peace  of  a  country  retreat, 

For  the  stars  on  a  desert  at  night, 
Or  the  laugh  of  a  girl  in  a  Mexican  town, 

Or  the  brilliant  Sunnyside  lights. 

I  hear  the  road  calling,  I  know  I'll  be  gone, 
When  the  summer  skies  are  heavenly  blue, 

Latin,  Algebra,  French  and  other  books, 
You're  welcome  to  take  them,  I'm  through. 

MARIAN  FLEMING, 
Form  2B. 
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The  market-place  of  Beirut  was 
crowded.  A  seething  tumultous 
mass  filled  it  from  end  to  end. 
Men,  there  were  men  of  all 
nations,  castes  and  religions.  Hin- 
du traders,  Persian  merchants,  In- 
dian fakirs,  men  from  Ispahan, 
Bagdad,  the  plains  of  Trans-Cau- 
casia and  Bokhara  thronged  the 
square.  There  were  men  with 
brown  faces,  men  with  nearly 
white,  aquiline  features,  and  men 
with  dark,  swarthy  complexions. 

A  Hindu  at  a  richly  ornamented 
stall  held  up  a  necklace  of  spark- 
ling, red  rubies,  calling  on  the 
populace  to  behold  and  buy.  A  few 
stepped  forward,  followed  by  a 
wild  pathan  from  the  Himalayas. 

"One  thousand  rupees,"  shrilled 
the  son  of  Judah,  eager  to  be  first, 
and  fixing  his  glistening  eyes  on 
the  string  of  jewels. 

"By  the  beard  of  the  Prophet!" 
exclaimed  the  Pathan,  his  evil  fea- 
tures bearing  a  look  of  contempt, 
"a  paltry  offer  for  such  a  prize; 
two  thousand  rupees  will  I  say." 

The  auction  proceeded,  the  price 
went  higher.  The  Jew's  brow  be- 
came wet  with  the  sweat  of  an- 
xiety, his  rival's  face,  however  was 


cool  and  composed,  in  the  extreme. 

"Ten  thousand  rupees,"  sudden- 
ly piped  the  Jew,  as  he  wiped  the 
moisture  from  his  forehead. 

"What  sayest  thou?"  said  the 
Pathan,  leering  in  his  antagonist's 
face,  so  that  he  drew  back.  Then 
his  face  became  distorted  with  an- 
ger, "and  the  thunder-god  sat  on 
his  brow,"  "0  Jew,  thou  dost  jest! 
Such  a  sum  is  to  be  found  only  in 
the  minds  of  idle  dreamers." 

Then,  there  was  a  glint  of  steel, 
an  evil  laugh  and  a  body  rolled  in 
the  dust. 

"Thou  wilt  receive  the  offer  of 
five  hundred  rupees,  by  Allah!" 
said  the  slayer,  with  a  sardonic 
sneer,  holding  his  blade  to  the 
Hindu's  throat. 

Obtaining  an  unwilling  assent, 
he  snatched  up  the  stones,  threw 
down  his  money,  and  hastily  de- 
parted into  the  waving  sea  of  hum- 
anity in  the  square. 

Another  transaction  had  taken 
place  in  the  market  of  Beirut,  and 
the  crowd  moved  on  as  before, — 
unseeing, — unknowing. 

Fred  Ball  1  B. 
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The  wind  blew  loud  with  an  eerie  moan 
Through  key-holes  and  chinks  with  a  deeping  tone. 
I  sat  by  the  fire  and  saw  in  its  gleam 
The  light  that  floats  in  the  land  of  dream. 
I  dreamed  of  gold,  and  castles  in  Spain, 
Of  plaudits  and  honour  and  glory  and  fame, 
Of  fields,  and  of  streams,  of  mansions,  and  cots, 
Of  gardens  filled  with  forget-me-nots ; 
Of  hundreds  and  thousands  of  fanciful  things ; 
As  I  sat  by  the  fire  my  thoughts  had  wings. 

*         *         * 

Then  I  woke,  and  the  fire  was  grey  and  cold, 
And  gone  were  my  visions  of  castles  and  gold; 
Vet  a  melody  lingered  with  comforting  sound, 
Though  the  wind  still  wailed  in  the  world  around. 

EDITH  KIRK,  II.,  C. 
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A  tiny  town  lay  nestled  in  the 
hollow  of  the  great  hills  like  a  vil- 
lage one  reads  of,  but  seldom  sees. 
The  snow  lay  in  great  drifts 
against  the  darkened  houses.  On 
all  sides  were  the  great  reaches  of 
snow,  glistening  in  the  glorious 
light  of  the  new  moon.  The  great 
trees  stood  with  their  branches 
touching  the  ground  with  their 
spotless  burdens. 

In  the  town  all  was  quiet  except 
at  the  inn  where  the  ruddy  glow  of 
the  fire  shone  through  the  windows 
upon  the  snow,  for  the  people  of 
Nizhniz  retire  early.  Suddenly 
from  across  the  hills  came  the 
tinkle  of  distant  sleigh-bells.  The 
sleigh  drew  nearer.  As  it  reached 
the  inn  Nichole,  the  proprieter 
came  to  the  door,  but  on  seeing 
the  arms  of  Peter  Novgorod  em- 
blazoned on  the  sleigh-door  he 
turned  into  the  inn  again  and  kick- 
ed the  dogs  and  cats  from  in  front 
of  the  fire.  He  then  called  his  son 
Ivan  to  meet  the  guest  at  the  door 
while  he  changed  his  smock. 

Ivan  arrived  at  the  door  just  as 
the  most  beautiful  person  he  had 
ever  seen  stepped  from  the  sleigh. 
She  was  dressed  from  head  to  foot 
in  costly  sables  and  her  eyes  look- 
ed like  the  blue  of  the  sky  at  noon- 
day. As  she  walked  toward  the 
fire  she  took  off  her  fur  toque  and 
the  glow  of  the  fire  brought  out 
the  glorious  gold  of  her  hair. 

As  the  time-worn  clock  on  the 
door  of  the  barn  struck  the  hour 
of  midnight,  all  the  inn  lights  were 
put  out.  Ivan  sat  alone  before  the 
fire  when  he  was  awakened  from 
his  reverie  by  the  clattering  of 
feet  upon  the  inn-yard.  The  door 
burst  open  and  in  came  a  band  of 
the  revolutionary  army.  "Vodka, 
vodka"  they  cried  throwing  them- 
selves upon  the  setees  around  the 
room.  Ivan  jumped  quickly  at  their 
bidding.  Little  thinking  of  their 
mission  he  conversed    with    them 


and  found  that  they  were  seeking 
for  Moritza,  daughter  of  Peter 
Novgorod.  She  had  taken  refuge  in 
flight  from  the  stricken  capitol  of 
Russia. 

"Down  with  the  aristocrats!"  re- 
sounded through  the  room  as  the 
men  became  more  intoxicated  with 
vodka.  Suddenly  the  door  burst 
open  and  one  of  the  men  rushed  in 
from  the  yard  shouting  "I  have 
seen  her,  I  have  seen  her."  Soon 
everything  was  in  an  uproar  and 
the  man  explained  that  he  had  seen 
Maritza  at  one  of  the  windows  in 
the  upper  story.  Even  though  he 
was  a  peasant  and  she  was  the  des- 
pised aristocrat,  Ivan  thought  only 
of  her  helplessness. 

He  rushed  up  the  narrow  stairs 
to  the  door  of  her  room  which 
opened  off  an  equally  narrow  land- 
ing. The  peasants  followed  him  fir- 
ing, wildly.  One  of  the  bullets  lodg- 
ed in  Ivan's  side  but  he  cared  little 
for  the  pain.  He  entered  the  room 
and  barred  the  door,  shoving  a 
heavy  chest  of  drawers  against  it. 
He  turned  then  and  told  Maritza 
that  there  was  only  one  hope  of  es- 
cape and  that  was  through  the  win- 
dow. He  glanced  into  the  court- 
yard and  found  that  there  were 
about  six  men  acting  as  guards 
there.  Between  them  was  a  keg  of 
vodka.  Turning  to  Maritza  he  said, 
"You  watch  the  window  and  when 
they  are  ciuite  drunk  tell  me.  Until 
then  I  will  try  to  hold  back  this 
angry  mob." 

Standing  upon  a  chair  he  pres- 
sed his  pistol  to  an  opening,  high 
up  on  the  door.  Soon  confusion 
reigned  on  the  narrow  passage- 
way. "Quick."  cried  Maritza,  "they 
are  going  into  the  stable."  Picking 
up  her  cloak  she  threw  it  around 
her  shoulders.  Ivan  jumped  from 
the  narrow  ledge  to  the  stable  be- 
neath and  then  caught  Maritza. 
Neither  were  hurt  as  they  lumped 
to  the  ground  upon  the  soft  snow. 
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Running  to  the  barn,  Ivan  let  all 
the  horses  loose,  and  chased  them 
out  into  the  night.  He  then  seized 
his  own  horse  and  helped  Maritza 
to  a  place  in  front  of  him. 

All  night  they  rode,  leaving  the 
furious  mob  behind  them.  But  as 
dawn  was  creeping  over  the  far 
distant  hills,  a  fierce  blizzard  came 
up,  and  completely  blotted  out 
everything.  Ivan  had  to  leave  the 
route  they  were  taking  to  the 
horse's  sense  of  direction.  By 
nightfall,  they  had  reached  the 
Volga  river.  Here  Maritza  was 
taken  aboard  a  ship  which  was 
sailing  to  a  far  country.  Ivan  had 
been     severely     wounded,      much 


worse  than  he  had  thought  at  the 
time,  and  for  weeks  he  lay  at  the 
point  of  death.  After  he  became 
well  he  was  tried  and  banished 
from  the  country  for  helping  an 
aristocrat  and  so  Ivan  and  Maritza 
both  lived  and  worked  apart  from 
each  other  in  distant  lands. 

Five  years  have  now  elapsed  and 
it  is  again  winter  in  the  village  of 
Nizhniz.  There  is  a  new  home  at 
the  end  of  the  highway  and  pass- 
ers-by smile  when  they  look  in  the 
window  as  they  wend  their  way 
homeward  for  there  sit  Ivan  and 
Maritza.  This  time  Maritza  is 
dressed  in  the  simple  peasant 
dress  instead  of  the  costly  sables. 


jFilUng  Stations 

Modern  civilization 
Demands  that  we  must  pass 
A  first  class  "Filling  Station" 
Whenever  we  want  gas. 

When  due  the  midday  ration 
The  flapper  wants  her  lunch 
She  seeks  a  "Filling  Station" 
Where  she  may  sit  and  munch. 

In  search  of  education 
Youth  gives  a  joyful  cry  (?) 
He  spies  a  "Filling  Station", 
Well  known  as  0.  C.  I. 

A.  M.  B 


dHje  Gentry 

The  sunset  fills  the  sky  with  glorious  flame 
And  lights  the  hills  and  vales  for  miles  around 

Whose  beauty  even  shells  could  never  maim, 
It  silhouettes  one  little  darkened  mound. 

But  on  that  hill  against  the  heaped-up  clouds 
There  stands  a  man,  outlined  above  the  mass 

Alert,  unflinching  though  he  die 

His  very  figure  says  "They  shall  not  pass." 

He  stands  like  Britain  firm  but  sorrowing, 
War-weary  and  still  waiting  for  the  end; 

I  lis  dogged  strength  that  which  the  poets  sing, 
Though  he  break,  vet  will  he  never  bend. 
E.  J.  KIRK,  2C. 
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Ctje  junior  Uiterarp  &ocietp 


The  Junior  Literary  Society  be- 
gan the  Easter  term  exceedingly 
well,  by  a  meeting  which  was  held 
on  February  1st.  After  a  few 
words  from  the  President,  a  most 
interesting  program  was  pre- 
sented. 

About  the  middle  of  the  same 
month,  the  Lower  School  inter- 
form  debating  finals  were  held. 
The  contestants,  who,  in  the  sec- 
ond forms,  were  2A  and  2E,  and 
in  the  first  forms  1G  and  1C, 
spoke  very  well,  making  the  win- 
ners, 2E  and  1C  worked  hard  to 
merit  that  honour.  At  both  debates 
we  were  entertained  by  the  school 
orchestra,  which  is  making  excel- 
lent progress  under  the  direction 
of  Mr.  Barton.  At  the  latter  meet- 
ing, we  enjoyed  a  reading,  and  a 
vocal  number  from  Muriel  Gil- 
more,  2H,  and  Edwin  Burnett  2E, 
respectively. 

On  Monday,  March  25th,  the 
Preliminary  for  the  Junior  Ora- 
torical Contest  was  held,  and  out 


of  the  fourteen  speakers,  seven 
were  chosen  to  speak  in  the  finals. 
This  was  held  in  the  Assembly 
Hall,  the  following  Thursday  the 
winner  being  Walter  Oldfield  2E, 
and  Joseph  Goldstein  of  IE  was 
awarded  second  place.  Following 
the  speeches,  the  President  and 
Vice-President  presented  each  of 
the  winning  debating  teams  with  a 
book,  both  of  which  were  in  turn 
presented  to  the  school  library. 

The  executive  wishes  to  extend 
their  thanks  to  all  those  who  kind- 
ly offered  their  services  as  judges 
in  the  contests,  and  also  to  those 
participating  in  any  of  the  pro- 
grams. 

It  is  felt  that  much  interest  and 
enthusiasm  has  been  shown  in  the 
Society,  and  it  is  hoped  that  in  the 
few  meetings  which  are  to  follow 
this  term,  the  Lower  School  will 
continue  to  unite  their  efforts 
with  the  executive  and  thus  com- 
plete successfully  this  Junior  Lat- 
eral-v  Year. 
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Cfje  <inl  correct  toap  to  bo  $omeU)orU 


Of  course  all  high  school  stu- 
dents usually  dislike  homework. 
This  is  natural  and  expected. 

In  order  to  thoroughly  enjoy  do- 
ing homework  you  might  follow 
my  simple  and  cheap  prescription. 
First,  you  must  have  a  low  easy 
chair,  well  supplied  with  cushions. 
This  is  very  necessary  for  absolute 
comfort.  This  chair  must  be  equip- 
ped with  a  felt-covered  footstool 
and  desk.  Secondly,  you  must  be 
provided  with  suitable  provisions 
because,  do  you  all  know,  if  you 
work  too  hard,  there  is  great  dang- 
er of  your  losing  in  weight.  These 
fore-mentioned  provisions  should 
consist  of  various  types  of  candy 
and  fruit. 


Thirdly,  if  you  could  have  a 
radio  set  in  attendance  it  would  be 
of  great  benefit  to  both  you  and 
the  homework.  "Music  while  you 
eat"  is  my  favorite  motto. 

Fourth,  and  lastly  you  must 
have  a  good  book.  You  may  have  a 
choice  between  fiction  and  science 
for  instance. 

Now,  if  you  would  be  so  oblig- 
ing as  to  kindly  follow  the  above 
simple  rules  at  my  correct  way  of 
doing  homework  and  if  you  are 
very  expert  at  avoiding  detentions, 
you  might  follow  this  plan  for  one 
night,  but  I  doubt  if  you  could  do 
it  for  two. 


%  bonnet 

(Apologies  to  Wordsworth) 

A  dreary  period,  that  leisurely  goes  by, 

Twenty  to  twelve!    The  sound  of  drowsy  voices 

Murmuring.    A  teacher's  ceaseless  drill 

That  "ville  is  not  a  village!" 

I  have  thought  of  all  of  this,  and  yet  do  sit 

Hopeless.  And  soon  the  teacher's  look  towards  me 

Must  turn,  and  end  all  thoughts  of  things  for  which  I  yearn 

In  place  of  endless  words  and  rules  to  learn. 

Even  thus,  last  period,  and  two  periods  more  I  sat, 

And  can  not  knowledge  gain  by  any  stealth. 

So  do  not  let  me  waste  my  time  away 

Without  brains,  what  is  all  the  text-books'  wealth? 

Come,  blessed  bell,  and  end  my  misery, 

Dear  Friend  of  pupils'  hope  and  liberty, 

M.  T.,  2D. 
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CLUB 


Havre?  EK«.QTU> 

Christmas  jfflming 


This  meeting  gave  all  the  girls 
an  opportunity  of  seeing  what  our 
club  had  been  doing  since  Septem- 
ber. As  they  entered  the  Assembly 
Hall,  each  erirl  placed  a  potato  in  a 
pail  provided  for  that  purpose. 
Later,  these  potatoes  were  used  in 
making  up  the  Christmas  baskets 
for  the  poor  families. 

The  interest  groups  displayed 
their  work  in  a  section  of  the  As- 
sembly Hall.  Evelyn  Perrin's  wax- 
work group  won  the  cup  for  the 
best  exhibit  of  handicraft.  A  sec- 
ond cup  was  presented  to  the  best 
non-handicraft  group  bv  the  1928- 
29  Girls'  Club  Cabinet.  This  was 
won  by  Charlotte  Horner's  Riding 
Group.  On  the  whole,  all  the 
groups  had  good  displays  and  the 
girls  deserve  credit  for  their  work. 

When  the  inspection  of  the  ex- 
hibits of  work  was  over,  Miss 
Chantler  told  us  a  very  interesting 
story  called,  "The  House  with  the 
Golden  Windows."  Then  the  Jun- 
ior Dramatic  Grouns.  under  the 
capable  leadership  of  Helen  Dingle, 
and  assisted  by  Miss  Bovle,  pre- 
sented, "The  Enchanted  Christmas  ' 
Tree."     We  take  this  opportunity^ 


of  thanking  the  girls  for  their 
work. 

As  there  was  only  a  short  inter- 
val between  the  meeting  and 
Christmas,  all  began  working  hard 
to  prepare  the  Christmas  baskets 
and  to  visit  poor  families  to  find 
out  what  they  required. 

Just  think  of  the  joy  of  some 
tiny  tot  when  she  received  a  doll 
she  had  been  longing  for;  the  hap- 
piness of  the  young  brother  when 
he  found  a  set  of  trains  he  had 
waited  so  long  for,  or  the  delight 
of  some  child  when  he  ate  some 
never-before-tasted  goodies. 

As  the  girls  could  not  supply 
everything  to  the  families  to  make 
a  hapny  Christmas,  they  called  on 
the  school  to  aid  them.  The  whole 
school  contributed  food  to  the 
Christmas  Shower,  and  the  boys 
and  teachers  donated  money.  Thus, 
some  twelve  families  were  provided 
with  a  Christmas  dinner,  milk  and 
bread  tickets,  toys  and  clothing 
for  the  children. 

Not  onlv  was  it  at  Christmas 
that  the  girls  did  such  grood  work, 
but  since  then   the  Social  Service 

J  Group  has  done  a  great  deal  of 
settlement  work. 
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£f)f  Jflotljfr  anb  Daughter  ^Banquet 


Perhaps  the  banquet  is  the  most 
interesting   of   all   the   Girls'   Club 
meetings,  for  we  have  the  honour 
of  entertaining  our  mothers,  and 
showing  our  appreciation  of  them. 

On  January  22,  at  6  o'clock,  if 
you  had  looked  into  the  school 
library  you  would  have  seen  many 
happy  mothers,  and  smiling  daugh- 
ters gathered  there.  All  were 
waiting  for  the  two  pages  to  blow 
their  bugles  that  would  tell  them 
supper  was  ready.  Upon  entering 
the  cafeteria,  and  looking  at  the 
tables,  you  thought  you  were  look- 
ing at  a  flower  garden.  At  every 
place  were  small  flower  pots  of 
mauve  and  rose  hyacinths,  which 
had  candy  hidden  in  them.  Daintv 
hand-painted  menus,  (the  handi- 
work of  the  girls)  were  at  every 
other  ulace,  and  a  hot  supper 
awaited  all. 

When  supper  was  over  the  toasts 
were  proposed.  Margaret  Cork, 
our  president,  was  toastmistress. 
She  first  proposed  a  toast  to  the 
King,  which  all  responded  to  by 
singing  "God  Save  the  King."  Kay 
Bredin,  an  ex-Oakwoodite,  gave 
the  toast  to  the  school.  Mr.  Gray 
replied  to  it.  Jean  Robertson,  pre- 
sident of  the  club  1926-7,  proposed 
the  toast  to  the  club  to  which  Mr. 
Hanna  responded.  The  last  toast, 
which  was  to  our  mothers,  was  in- 
troduced by  Elizabeth  Gillesnie, 
and  replied  to  by  Mrs.  Don  Carlos. 

Margaret  Cork  was  presented 
with  a  bouquet  of  flowers,  for  it 


is  to  her  that  we  really  owe  the 
success  of  the  club. 

Everyone  then  went  down  to  the 
Assembly  Hall,  where  a  most  in- 
teresting program  was  presented. 
Grace  Cowan,  last  year's  president, 
led  a  jolly  sing-song,  and  then  the 
Senior  Dramatic  Group  presented 
two  charming  plays,  "Six  Who 
Pass  While  the  Lentils  Boil,"  and 
"Christmas  Eve."  The  first  play 
was  a  fanciful  tale  of  olden  days, 
when  queens  were  beheaded  for 
"stepping  on  the  ring-toe  of  king's 
great  aunts."  Those  who  took  part 
in  it  were  Betty  Rose,  Isabel  Cha- 
quette,  Margaret  Howden,  Billy 
Ennis,  Rhona  Yorke,  Mabel  Hack, 
Marjory  Jones,  Helen  Day  and 
Geraldine  Child.  The  second  play 
was  the  representation  of  a  poor 
Irish  family  on  Christmas  Eve, 
with  the  father  in  America.  The 
cast  consisted  of  Dorothy  Hewitt, 
Helen  Dingle,  Louise  Cheshire, 
Mary  Meen,  Isabel  Archibald  and 
Elizabeth  Gillespie.  Mary  Meen, 
the  leader  of  the  group,  and  Miss 
Boyle,  who  directed  the  plays,  de- 
serve much  credit  for  their  great 
success,  and  the  girls  of  the  group 
showed  their  appreciation  by  a  pre- 
sentation to  each. 

Between  the  plays  Mary  Ospray 
rendered  a  beautiful  solo.  Will 
.Miss  Boyle,  the  girls  taking  part 
in  the  plays,  and  the  girls  who 
helped  to  prepare  for  the  banquet, 
please  accept  our  sincere  thanks. 


THE  PROBLEMS  CONFRONTING  US  ARE  MANY  AND  BAFFLING 
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Natural   History 

Teacher:  Rastus,  what  animal  is 
most  noted  for  its  fur? 

Rastus :  De  skunk ;  de  more  fur 
you  gits  away  from  him,  de  better 
it  is  fur  vou. 

Goblin 


"Give  me  a  pound  of  insect  pow- 
der." 

Do  you  wanna  take  it  with  you  ? 

Well  yes,  you  don't  expect  me  to 
bring  the  bugs  here  do  you  ? 

Blue  Gator 


The  guards  went  grimly  about 
their  task  of  affixing  the  electrodes 
to  the  body  of  the  doomed  man  in 
the  chair.  The  kindly  chaplain  bent 
over  him. 

"Any  request,  my  poor  mortal?" 
he  inquired? 

"Yes  parson",  the  wretch  replied, 
"It'll  comfort  me  a  whole  lot  if 
you'll  just  hold  my  hands." 

Northwest  Purple  Parrot 


Newspaper  Solicitor:  You  adver- 
tised with  us  yesterday  morning 
for  a  nightwatchman? 

Solicited:  Yes  I  did. 

N.S. :  Did  you  get  any  results  ? 

S. :  Yes,  my  place  was  robbed  last 
night. 

State  Lion 


He  may  have  been  a  ham — but 
his  sugar  cured  him  . 

Rutgers  Chanticleer 


Smopsky  '31 :  I  have  nothing  but 
praise  for  this  church. 

Irask  '31 :  So  I  notice  when  the 
plate  comes  round. 

Acadia  Athenaeum 


Margaret  '31 :  I  have  an  appetite 
like  a  canary. 

Lida    '31 :    Yes    you    have — you 
take  a  pick  at  a  time. 

Acadia  Athenaeum 


The  sofa  sagged  in  the  centre 
The  shades  were  pulled  just  so 
The  family  had  retired 
The  parlour  light  burned  low. 
There  came  a  sound  from  the  sofa 
As  the  clock  was  striking  two 
And  the  student  slammed  her  text- 
book 
With      a      thankful      "Well      I'm 
through ! 

L.C.C.I.  Review 


Father  (reading  letter  from  boy 
at  B.C.S.)  :  Well,  well.  Henry  says 
he  got  a  beautiful  lamp  from  box- 
ing. 

Mother :  Oh  I'm  so  glad  !  I  knew 
he  would  be  rewarded  for  his  in- 
terest in  athletics. 

Bishop's  College  School 


Handkinson  '31 :  I  tore  my  hand- 
kerchief yesterday. 

Freshette  (sympathetically)  : 
That  must  have  been  a  terrible 
blow ! 

A.  A.  A. 
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Walker:  The  cowboys  in  Texas 
don't  catch  steers  on  horse-back 
any  more. 

Vicary :  Why  don't  they  ? 

Walker:  Because  steers  don't 
ride  horse-back. 

Collegian 


Savary:  Is  there  any  difference 
between  a  vision  and  a  sight  ? 

Carrick:  No. 

Savary:  Then  my  girls  a  vision 
and  yours  is  a 

(Savary  is  doing  nicelv  now). 
S.  A.  C.  Review 


Kellam :  You  know  that  I  saved  a 
girl  from  drowning  last  year? 

Bull:  No  did  you? 

Kellam :  Yen !  I  saw  the  tide  was 
washing  her  out  so  I  threw  her  out 
a  cake  of  soap  to  wash  her  back. 
Conning  Tower 


Hear  about  the  Scotchman  who 
went  insane? 

No !    How  did  it  happen  ? 

He  bought  a  score  card  and  nei- 
ther team  scored. 

Conning  Tower 


Morning  Song. 

Each  morn  the  rosy-fingered  dawn 

Comes  up  so  poets  say 
And  robins  chirp  along'  the  lawn 

To  greet  the  newborn  day; 
From    bough    to    bough    the    blue 
birds  flirt; 

The  leaves  with  dew  are  pearly; 
I'll  take  the  poet's  word  for  it 

I  don't  get  up  that  earlv. 

GOBLIN. 


Frank — I  told  her  every  time  I 
kissed  her  it  made  me  a  better 
man. 

Lou — And  what  did  she  say? 

Frank — She  said,  I  needn't  try  to 
get  to  heaven  in  one  night. 


Water  to  water 

Ink  to  ink 

The  flappers  do 

What  the  old  maids  think! 


Try  This! 

A  young  man  was  able  to  take  a 
different  girl  each  night  to  the 
most  expensive  restaurant  in  town. 
Before  going  in  he  told  them  they 
were  getting  stouter. 

L.  L.  A. 


Helen:  Fatso  you  have  been  so 
good  to  me  that  I'm  going  to  do  you 
a  favour.  You  can  take  me  to  din- 
ner tonight. 

Fatso:   That's  good  Helen,  does 
your  mother  know  we're  coming? 
Lampadion 


Scotch  Traffic  Code 

Red  Light :  Stop  the  engine. 
Yellow  Light :  Get  out  and  crank. 
Green  Light:  Go  fast  and  save 
gas. 

Reserve  Red  Cat 


What's 
a  girl  and 
I  don't  1 

the    difference 
a  horse  ? 
-mow. 

be 

tween 

I'll 
dates. 

bet 

you've   had 

some 
L.  M. 

great 
H. 

Fair  accused:  I  wasn't  going 
thirty  miles  an  hour — not  twenty — 
not  even  ten,  in  fact  when  the  offi- 
cer came  up  I  was  practicallv  stand- 
ing still  and — 

Magistrate:  One  moment,  I  must 

stop  you — or  you'll  be  backing  into 

something.     Ten  dollars  and  costs. 

Lampadian. 


B. 

seen 

R. 

B. 
you 

R. 
sir. 

B. 

R 
you 


S.  M.   (To  raw  recruit)  :  I've 

your  face  before. 
.  R.  (expectantly)  :  Yes,  sir? 

S.  M. :  It  was  on  a  salmon  can, 
poor  fish. 

R.:  I've  seen  yours  before  too, 

S.  M.:  Yeah!  Where? 
R. :  On  a  sack    of   tobacco- 
big  bull ! 
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ifletamorpfjosiig 

Wary  had  a  little  lamb,  He  rushed  poor  Mary  off  her  feet; 

No,  not  the  one  you  know —  She  grew  both  thin  and  pale, 

This  was  another,  different  lamb,  Pray  listen  now,  and  I  will  tell, 

This  one  was  Mary's  beau.  The  finish  of  my  tale. 


He  half  lived  at  the  telephone, 
To  see  where  she  would  go, 

And  everywhere  that  Mary  went 
Her  lamb  was  there  also. 

He  had  a  nifty  little  car ; 

'Twas  always  at  her  service, 
The  lamb  drove  at  terrific  pace — 

He  couldn't  make  her  nervous. 

The  lamb  was  always  at  her  house, 
Morning,  noon,  and  night, 

And  Mary's  mother  knit  her  brows, 
She  didn't  think  it  right. 


The  lamb,  he  had  a  father  wise, 
He  saw  how  things  were  going; 

He  knew  the  quantities  of  oats — 
Wild  ones — his  son  was  sowing. 

He  cut  the  lamb's  allowance  down, 

He  took  his  car  away, 
And  unto  his  big  boy  he  said: 

"You'll  go  to  work  to-day!" 

So  now  he's  working  well  and  hard, 
He  earns  his  food  and  sleep, 

He  frolics  like  a  lamb  no  more, 
He's  now  a  steady  sheep. 

Adelaide  E.  R.  Sternberg,  IIIA 


When 
You  pay 


YOU  PAY  FOR  ORANGE-CRUSH 
GET  IT! 

Orange-CRUSH  is  the  only  bottled,  carbonated  beverage  containing  orange 
juice  and  sold  throughout  Canada. 

Omnge-CBJOSa 

Sold   everywhere   in   the    Krinkly    Bottle 
and  bv  the  drink  at  soda  fountains. 
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Coal  0T0  Coke 

Ambricoal 

Pocahontas 


Builders'  Supplies 


C.  L  Maltby  &  Co. 

1912    St.    Clair   Avenue    West 

Phones — JUnction    1165     JUnction    1166 

Same   Address   Since    1912 
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GIRLS 
ATHLETICS 


Executive  of  Girl's  Athletic  As- 
sociation —  Honorary  President, 
Miss  Reade;  President,  Isabel 
Archibald ;  Vice-President,  Helen 
Dingle;  Secretary,  Rhona  Yorke; 
Treasurer,  Betty  Edwards. 


Pasfeetball 


The  past  year  has  been  a  very 
worth  while  one  for  Oakwood  bas- 
ketball. The  girls  began  practicing 
for  the  school  teams  before  Christ- 
mas and  have  made  use  of  every 
available  moment  in  the  gym  from 
then  till  towards  the  end  of  March. 
Although  neither  team  carried  off 
the  cup,  the  Juniors  won  all  the 
games  in  their  group,  thus  enter- 
ing the  semi-finals.  Several  splen- 
did league  and  exhibition  games 
were  played.  The  teams  were,  for 
the  most  part,  new  this  year,  but 
improved  steadily  with  practice 
and  coaching,  so  that  there  should 
be  quite  a  substantial  nucleus  for 
next  year's  teams.  We  owe  a 
great  deal  to  Miss  Reade  for  the 
time  she  has  spent  with,  and  the 
interest  she  has  taken  in  both 
teams. 

A    Glimpse   at   the    Teams. 
Senior 

Forwards  —  Ph.vl  Cameron, 
Madeline    Stimers;    Centres — Dot 


Posnich,  Betty  Robinson;  Guards- 
Helen  Kennedy,  Eleanor  Keys. 

Dot  Posnich — an  exceptionally 
swift  forward  and  captain  of  the 
Senior  team.  You  should  see  her 
cover  territory  with  that  long 
bounce  of  hers.  Dot  is  a  welcome 
addition  to  the  Oakwood  team 
from  Jarvis  C.  I. 

Madeline  Stimers — As  well  as 
being  swift  on  the  floor,  "Mad"  is 
a  very  quick  thinker  and  a  splen- 
did shot.  She  will  certainly  be 
missed  next  year. 

Phyl  Cameron  —  An  unfailing 
shot  at  basket.  Phyl  always  knows 
what  she  is  doing  throughout  any 
game. 

Hetty  Robinson — The  nimble- 
footed  jumping  centre.  Betty  has 
the  distinction  of  being  on  the 
Senior  team,  although  she  is  just 
in  second  form.  We  expect  great 
things  from  her. 
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SENIOR   BASKETBALL  TEAM 


Phyllis  Cameron,  Betty  Robinson,  Helen 
Kennedy,  Madeliene  Stimers,  Dot  Pos- 
nick,  Eleanor  Keyes. 

Helen  Kennedy — A  swift  and 
energetic  guard,  sure  in  her  pass- 
ing. This  is  Helen's  fourth  year 
on  an  Oakwood  team.  We  will 
certainly  miss  her  next  year. 

Eleanor  Keys — Another  "happy 
thought"  for  the  Oakwood  team. 
"Shorty"  comes  to  us  from  Lind- 
say and  has  entered  our  basketball 
enthusiastically. 

Juniors 

Forwards — Helen  Hymus,  Eve 
lyn  Walker,  Dorothy  Dexter,  Bev- 
erly Winters,  Mary  Rolls ;  Centre — 
Edith  Xoakes,  Winnie  George; 
Guards— Betty  Thomson,  Norah 
Rumble,  Margaret  Eddy,  Elizabeth 
Gillespie. 

Helen  Hymus — Captain  of  the 
Junior  team.  Helen  gets  the  ball 
in  almost  every  time.  She  does 
most  of  the   shooting. 

Edith  Noakes — A  very  neat 
player.  "Edie"  succeeds  in  slip- 
ping through  the  "fingers"  of  the 
most  vigilant  guard.  She  is  always 
where  she  is  needed.  The  "Hymie- 
Xoaky"  team-work  was  the  strong- 
hold of  the  Junior  teams. 

Evelyn  Walker — Unfortunately 
Evelvn  was  out  of  the  play  for 
some  time,  but  she  did  some  very 


good  work  as  forward  in  the  games 
she  played. 

Dorothy  Dexter — A  very  wide- 
awake forward.  "Dot"  played  ih 
several  games  and  played  well.  We 
hope  to  see  her  on  the  team  next 
year. 

Beverly  Winters — A  swift  for- 
ward and  a  good  shot.  Beverly 
also  played  part  time  and  was  ver\ 
useful. 

Mary  Rolls — Mary  was  always 
on  hand  ready  to  sub  for  either 
Junior  or  Senior  teams.  She  is  a 
good  shot  and  a  clear-headed  play- 
er. 

Wynnie  George — Jumping  cen- 
tre for  the  Juniors.  A  swift 
player  who  "jumps"  splendidly. 

Betty  Thomson — A  determined 
and  watchful  guard.  It  takes  a 
very  clever  forward  combination 
to  keep  the  ball  away  from  Betty. 

Norah  Rumble — A  steady  and 
dependable  guard,  who  makes  good 

JUNIOR   BASKETBALL  TEAM 
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Margaret  Eddy,  Elizabeth  Gillespie,  Bet- 
ty Thomson,  Norah  Rumble,  Edith 
Noakes,  Wyn  George,  Dorothy  Dexter, 
Evelyn    Walker,   Helen    Hymus,    Beverly 

Winters. 
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vise  of  her  height  in  intercepting 
the  ball. 

Margaret  Eddy — Marget  played 
guard  and  was  always  ready  to  do 
her  part.  She  also  makes  use  of 
her  height. 

Elizabeth  Gillespie — Just  a  word 
about  "Cess,"  she  has  left  herself 
out.  She  is  a  steady  player  who 
keeps  on  the  go.  We  will  certain- 
ly miss  her  next  year. 

The  Inter-Collegiate  League. 

Oakwood-North  Toronto 
Early  in  January  the  teams  went 
up  to  North  Toronto,  full  of  en- 
thusiasm for  the  first  game  of  the 
season.  Even  the  fact  that  the 
mob  element  of  North  Toronto, 
out  in  full  force  to  see  the  game, 
was  ranged  behind  bars  along  one 
side  of  the  gym,  did  not  daunt  our 
girls  and  they  played  with  a  will. 
The  Senior  game,  which  was 
played  first  was  exceptionally  fast 
throughout.  Oakwood  was  ahead 
at  the  end  of  the  first  half,  but 
North  Toronto  got  the  lead  to- 
wards the  end  and  finally  defeated 
Oakwood. 

The  Junior  game  was  more  one- 
sided. Oakwood  got  a  good  start 
and  kept  well  ahead  throughout, 
defeating  N.T.C.I.  44-4. 

Oakwood-Bloor 

The  second  game  was  with 
Bloor  on  our  own  floor  and  result- 
ed   in   a    victory   for   both   teams. 

The  Senior  game  was  less  spec- 
tacular than  the  fight  against 
North  Toronto,  the  opposition 
seemed  less  strenuous  and  Oak- 
wood's  shooting  did  not  seem  quite 
as  good  as  it  usually  is.  However, 
our  team  had  most  of  the  plav  and 
defeated  Bloor  28-16. 

The  Junior  team  played  well, 
defeating  Bloor  Juniors  36-12  with- 
out difficulty. 

Oakwood-North  Toronto 
This  time  we  met  North  Toronto 
on  our  own  floor.    The  strength  of 


their  Senior  team  had  not  waned 
and  in  spite  of  vigorous  opposition 
offered  by  the  Oakwoodites,  they 
kept  ahead  winning  the  game  40- 
20. 

The  tables  were  turned  however, 
in  the  Junior  game  and  our  team 
carried  off  the  laurels  with  a  score 
of  39-18. 

Oakwood-Bloor 

This  was  the  occasion  of  two 
very  peppy  games.  The  Seniors 
found  Bloor  a  "tougher"  proposit- 
ion than  before,  and  Oakwood  had 
to  fight  hard  for  her  win. 

The  Juniors  also  found  their 
opponents  much  more  formidable, 
particularly  as  Betty  Thomson  was 
missing  from  our  defence  line.  The 
game  was  breathlessly  close 
throughout.  A  basket  scored  with- 
in the  last  few  seconds  saved  the 
day  and  we  finished  one  ahead  of 
Bloor. 

Oakwood-Humberside 
The  Junior  team  played  its  first 
semi-final  game  against  Humber- 
side,  the  winners  of  the  Western 
group  at  Central  Tech.  Fate  did 
not  smile  upon  Oakwood,  but  the 
team  played  well  and  at  least  gave 
Humberside  a  good  run  for  their 
well-deserved  victory. 

Oakwood-Harbord 
The  next  game  was  with  Har- 
bord,  the  winners  of  the  Central 
group.  Both  teams  played  well 
and  the  score  ended  in  a  tie,  25 
all. 

Oakwood-Riverdale 
The  Juniors  played  their  last 
semi-final  Oakwood  vs.  Riverdale 
at  Central  Commerce.  At  the  end 
of  the  first  half  it  looked  like  a 
walk-away,  with  Riverdale  13 
points  ahead,  but  Oakwood  picked 
up  wonderfully  in  the  last  half, 
getting  8  baskets  to  Riverdale's  2. 
It  was  not  quite  enough  to  beat 
them,  however,  and  the  whistle 
blew  leaving  Riverdale  one  point 
ahead. 
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The  Inter-Form  League. 

This  year,  as  usual,  there  has 
been  an  inter-form  competition  in 
which  every  form  in  the  school 
took  part  and  some  excellent  play- 
ing was  shown.  The  second  form 
champs,  II. G.,  defeated  the  firsts 
and  they  in  turn  fell  down  before 
III.E.  The  winner  of  the  fifths 
V.B.  defeated  IV.C.  and  March  26, 
saw  the  final  inter-form  game  be- 
tween V.B.  and  III.E.  It  was  evid- 
ent that  the  III.E.  girls  knew  what 
they  were  about  and  while  the  se- 
date and  sober  fifths  dashed  to  and 
fro  in  a  frenzied  manner,  the  ball 
kept  rolling  into  the  III.E.  basket 
with  clock-like  regularity.  We  re- 
frain from  mentioning  the  final 
score  out  of  deference  to  our  fifth 
form  friends.  The  cup-winning 
team  consists  of  Phyl  Cameron, 
Helen  Hymns,  Helen  Giles,  Louise 
Cheshire,  Betty  Thomson,  Dot 
Carter,  and  Anita  Carnegie.  In- 
cidentally this  team  is  made  up 
largely  of  last  year's  2C.  "Ama- 
zons," so  the  outcome  was  not  en- 
tirely a  surprise.  Congratulations 
III.E.     You  certainly  deserve  it. 

Oakwood-Graduates 
The  last  event  of  the  season  was 
a  very  interesting  game  with  some 


of  Oakwood's  ex-players.  These 
were,  Jean  Evans,  Roberta  Reade, 
Ruth  Fumer,  Marg.  Allison  and 
Louise  Davies — better  known  at 
Oakwood  as  Louise  Miles.  The 
Junior  team  played  during  the  first 
half  and  the  Seniors  in  the  second, 
but  the  "grads"  succeeded  in  show- 
ing both  teams  that  they  had  not 
forgotten  how  to  handle  a  basket- 
ball. They  defeated  the  combined 
forces  34-28.  Following  the  game 
a  royal  banquet  was  served  in  the 
Household  Science  room  by  the 
athletic  executive,  assisted  by  Dor- 
othy Hewitt,  Jessie  Watters  and 
Verna  Sheldon. 

3E   INTERFORM   CHAMPIONS 


Louise  Cheshire,  Billy  Ennis,  Dorothy 
Carter,  Betty  Thomosn,  Helen  Hymus, 
Phvll  Cameron. 
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Senior  Hockey 

The  senior  hockey  team  got 
away  to  a  good  start  and  to  what 
proved  a  successful  season.  The 
senior  boys  advanced  to  the  play- 
offs only  to  be  eliminated  by  the 
ultimate  champions,  Bloor  Collegi- 
ate. 

The  team  practiced  every  Sat- 
urday at  Varsity  Arena  and  at  the 
beginning  of  the  season  were  in 
good  shape.  Oakwood,  with  three 
other  schools,  namely,  Harbord. 
Central  "Tech"  and  Central  Com- 
merce composed  the  Central  group 
of  the  High  School  League.  The 
games  were  played  at  Ravina  Rink 
every  Tuesday  afternoon. 

The  team:  Goal,  L.  Griffiths,  E. 
Percy;  R.  Defence,  W.  Glover,  cap- 
tain; L.  Defence,  F.  Hudson;  Cen- 
tre, Pearson;  L.  Wing,  H.  Arnup; 
R.  Wing,  I.  Bailey;  Alternates,  J. 
Morel,  G.  Bailey,  D.  Johnston,  C. 
Kelly,  M.  Johnston. 

Each  team  was  played  twice, 
Harbord  being  the  first  opposition. 
The  team,  that  is  Oakwood,  went 
on  a  scoring  bee  winning  12-1. 
Almost  everybody  scored  and  the 
goal-keeper,  not  to  be  outdone, 
watched  the  puck  slide  by  for  Har- 
bord's  only  count.  Prior  to  the 
game,  "Bill"  Glover  was  elected 
captain  for  the  season. 


The  next  game  was  with  Central 
"Tech"  and  Oakwood  was  victor- 
ious 1-0.  This  game  was  very  close, 
apparently  the  boys  had  been  too 
confident  since  their  Harbord  vict- 
ory. 

The  following  Tuesday  the  team 
met  Commerce,  who,  like  Oakwood, 
had  yet  to  taste  defeat.  The  game 
was  close,  but  on  the  play  Central 
Commerce  was  just  as  superior  as 
the  score  indicated  which  was  1-0 
in  favour  of  our  opponents.  Thus 
Commerce  advanced  to  the  league 
leadership. 

The  team,  not  to  be  left  by  the 
wayside,  practiced  diligently  and 
next  played  the  return  game  with 
Harbord  who  by  now  had  a  vastly 
improved  team.  Oakwood  was  a 
little  slow  in  getting  under  way. 
At  the  end  of  the  second  period 
the  score  was  3-2  for  us.  In  the 
last  period  the  team  scored  another 
goal  winning  the  game  4-2. 

In  the  return  game  with  Central 
"Tech,"  Oakwood  played  good 
hockey  to  win  by  4-1.  At  the  same 
time  Central  Commerce  only  drew 
with  Harbord  thus  giving  them 
only  a  one  point  advantage  over 
Mr.  Dunkley's  school  house. 

The  last  league  game  was  to  be 
with  Commerce  and  with  it  the 
group  leadership.  For  if  we  won 
or  draw  in  this  game,  we  won  or 
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draw  for  the  leadership,  therefore 
the  team's  objective  was  a  win. 
Needless  to  say  the  boys  played  in 
championship  form  to  win  4-1. 

From  the  three  groups  the  two 
best  from  each  formed  a  group  of 
six,  the  winner  to  be  declared  by 
a  knockout  series.  Oakwood  met 
Bloor  Collegiate  in  the  first  round 
and  was  defeated  by  the  champ- 
ions-to-be 1-0.  Our  team  was  no 
discredit  to  the  school,  but  without 
taking  any  laurels  away  from  the 
victors,  Oakwood  didn't  play  its 
usual  game  and  missed  many  gold- 
en opportunities.  The  team  went 
down  fighting  to  the  last.  Thus 
the  hockey  season  for  Oakwood 
once  more  drew  to  a  close. 

Much  credit  for  the  team's  show- 
ing is  due  to  the  coach  and  mana- 
ger, Mr.  A.  Dunklev,  and  through 
this  school  organ  the  team  wishes 
to  express  its  appreciation  of  his 
untiring  efforts. 

Now  for  a  few  words  to  the 
school — especially  to  the  third, 
fourth,  and  fifth  forms.  Where  is 
our  school  spirit?  The  students 
seem  to  be  content  with  the  victor- 
ies of  the  past.  The  only  athletic 
body  that  receives  support  worth 
mentioning  is  rugby.  But  the  en- 
couragement given  to  soccer,  hoc- 
key and  basketball  is  far  too  small. 
When  the  basketball  team  is  away 
from  home  no  more  than  three  or 
four  attend  the  games.  In  the 
hockey  season  which  has  just 
closed,  there  was  an  average  sup- 
port of  about  eight  students  per 
game.  Let  us  have  some  of  the 
spirit  that  won  for  the  school  the 
best  reputation  in  the  city. 


Junior  Hockey 

Under  the  watchful  eyes  of 
coaches  Forman  and  Dunklev  some 
forty  aspirants  turned  out  to  early 
practices  and  made  the  selection  of 
a  regular  team  difficult. 

Oakwood  2,  Parkdale  1. 

The  first  game  of  the  schedule 
was  olayed  on  one  of  the  coldest 


days  of  the  year,  and  owing  to  the 
roughness  of  the  ice  there  were 
few  combination  plays.  Bailey, 
who  scored  both  goals,  and  Bell, 
were  best  for  Oakwood,  while 
Grant,  visiting  goalkeeper,  saved 
his  team  on  numerous  occasions. 
Humberside  2,  Oakwood  1. 

Humberside's  husky  junior  team 
handed  us  a  defeat  in  the  next 
encounter,  which  produced  some 
fast  and  clever  hockey.  Both  for- 
ward lines  matched  speed  for  speed 
and  many  plays  were  stopped  be- 
fore they  reached  the  defense. 
After  Arnup,  centre  player,  was  in- 
jured and  forced  to  retire,  Hum- 
berside pressed  more  strongly  and 
succeeded  in  getting  two  goals  in 
the  dying  moments  of  the  game. 
The  visitors  showed  a  strong  de- 
fence while  Reid  and  Bastine  were 
good  for  Oakwood. 

Bloor  3,  Oakwood  3. 

Oakwood  started  off  well  and  an 
Arnup  to  Todd  rush  resulted  in  the 
latter  counting.  Bloor  came  back 
strongly  however,  netting  three 
goals  in  rapid  succession,  but  Rum- 
ble tied  it  up  by  scoring  two  goals 
on  individual  plays. 

Parkdalel,  Oakwood  0. 

The  small  rink  was  a  handicap 
to  our  speedy  forwards  and  Park- 
dale  emerged  the  victors  in  a  glori- 
fied game  of  "shinny." 

Oakwood  1,  Humberside  1. 

This  was  the  fastest  game  of  the 
season  with  Oakwood,  who  needed 
the  win,  forcing  the  play.  The 
strong  Humberside  defense  suc- 
ceeded in  holding  off  the  determin- 
ed rushes  of  Arnup  and  Bailev,  and 
the  resulting  tie  decreased  our 
chances. 

Oakwood  0,  Bloor  0. 

In  a  slow,  heavy  checking  game, 
Oakwood  and  Bloor  battled  to  a 
scoreless  tie.  Bloor's  youthful 
goalkeeper  played  like  a  veteran, 
stopping  everything  Oakwoo  d 
could  offer. 
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Our  hockey  and  basketball  teams 
did  not  bring  the  bacon  home  this 
year,  but  the  rumour  going  around 
school  is,  that  before  the  boys 
started  their  league  games,  they 
were  told  that  the  huge  cup  case 
would  have  to  be  enlarged  if  we 
should  win  any  more  silverware. 
Rather  than  put  the  school  to  this 
expense  and  trouble,  the  boys 
thought  that  they  would  let  Bloor 
and  Humberside  win  the  hockey 
championship,  and  Harbord  and 
Humberside  the  basketball.  Joke 
over,  the  winning  teams  well  de- 
served their  laurels.  Congratulat- 
ions! 

After  weeks  of  hard  practising, 
the  following  teams  were  chosen: 

Senior — Dellabough,  (capt.)  cen- 
tre ;  Tozman,  right  forward ;  Dyce, 
left  forward ;  Medlock,  defense ; 
Bint,  defense ;  Cowan,  defense ; 
Bailey,  forward;  Diehl,  forward; 
G.  Keppy,  forward. 

Junior — Fenner,  (capt.)  centre; 
Kaplan,  right  forward ;  Clavir,  left 
forward;  Gray,  defense;  Cole,  de- 
fense; Richardson,  defense;  Bell 
forward ;  M.  Keppy  forward ;  Wag- 
man,  forward ;  New,  forward ;  Cle- 
ments, defense. 

Oakwood   at   Bloor 

Oakwood  seniors  started  the  ser- 
ies with  a  win  from  the  scrappy 
Bloor  quintet,  but  it  was  not  before 
ten  minutes  of  overtime  had  been 
played.  A  smart  long  shot  by 
W'ally  Dellabough  and  a  neat  close 
in  basket  by  Mickey  Tozman  prac- 
tically cinched  the  game  and  our 
boys  came  home  with  a  24  to  20 
victory. 

Our  juniors  were  not  as  fortun- 
ate. Bloor  trimmed  them  20  to  13. 
but  had  the  game  lasted  longer,  the 
"hill  buys"  would  have  made  the 
score  much  closer  as  they  rapidly 
improved  as  the  game  progressed. 


Fenner  was  probably  the  most  ef- 
fective, though  all  played  well. 

Oakwood  at  Western  Tech. 

The  seniors  won  their  second 
game  by  default  as  the  Tech.  was 
unable  to  furnish  a  senior  team 
this  year. 

The  juniors  took  the  "young 
workmen"  to  camp  with  a  26  to  12 
score.  Cole,  Clavir  and  Fenner 
shared  the  scoring  honours. 

Oakwood  at  Central  Commerce 

The  seniors  suffered  their  first 
defeat  in  one  of  the  most  hectic 
games  of  the  season.  It  was  any- 
one's game  until  the  last  gong,  but 
Lady  Luck  chose  to  be  with  the 
"typists"  and  as  the  final  whistle 
sounded,  they  scored  the  winning 
basket.  The  score  being  21-19. 
The  entire  team  played  well,  no  one 
starring. 

The  juniors  reversed  things  and 
handed  Commerce  an  18  to  12  de- 
feat. Oakwood  piled  up  a  nice  lead 
by  half  time,  then  ulayed  a  steady 
defensive  game  which  proved  too 
i-uch  for  the  Shaw  street  aggre- 
gation. Kaplan  and  Gray  plaved 
well. 

Parkdale  at  Oakwood 

Oakwood  juniors  and  seniors 
made  their  debut  on  our  own  floor 
very  successfully,  winning  both 
games  from  Parkdale  C.I. 

The  senior  game  started  off  very 
fast  and  with  the  fine  shooting  and 
dribbling  of  Jack  Dyce,  our  boys 
had  a  6  point  margin  at  half  time. 
The  second  half  was  not  as  lively 
as  the  first.  Both  teams  resorted 
to  longer  shots.  Bint  and  Cowan 
played  fine  effective  ball.  The 
score  being  24-21. 

The  juniors  handed  the  leagu-» 
leading  Parkdaleites  their  first  de- 
feat which  was  rather  a  hard  pill 
for  the  visitors  to  swallow.  The 
excellent  shooting  of  Keppy, 
Clavir,  and  Fenner  resulted  in  a 
26-23  victory. 
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Central  Tech  at  Oakwood 

The  senior  Oakwoodites  threw 
a  larged  sized  wrench  into  the 
basketball  machine  of  the  "mech- 
anics" by  swamping  them  52  to  4. 
The  excellent  shooting,  pivotting 
and  jumping  of  Dellabough  and 
Dyce  was  a  treat  to  watch.  Bailey, 
Bint  and  Tozman  also  played  well. 

Mr.  Day's  lads  outclassed  the 
younger  basketeers  from  Tech.  by 
a  score  of  10  to  2.  Clavir,  Fenner 
and  Wagman  shared  the  scoring 
honours. 

Humberside  at  Oakwood 

Humberside  came  out  to  our 
gym  and  did  the  trick  in  great 
fashion  by  beating  our  seniors  31 
to  20.  Oakwood  needed  the  win  to 
keep  in  the  running,  but  they 
seemed  unable  to  fathom  the  sup- 
erior team  play  of  the  west  enders. 
Cowan  played  effectively,  scoring 
two  neat  baskets  from  centre. 
Dvce,  Bailev  and  Bint  also  plaved 
well. 

Our  juniors  reversed  the  decis- 
ion by  whipping  the  fast  Humber- 
side five,  16  to  8.  It  was  a  well 
played  game.  Fenner.  Bell  and 
Gray  being  the  most  effective. 

Bloor  at  Oakwood 
Oakwood  seniors  again  defeated 
Bloor  in  another  close  battle.  Su- 
perior substitutes  won  the  game. 
Both  teams  were  riddled  with  pen- 
alties and  the  Oakwood  relief  line 
proved  more  effective  than  the  re- 
gulars. The  fine  shooting  of  Diehl 
and  Tozman  was  responsible  for 
the  26-23  score. 

The  juniors  also  took  the  maroon 
and  gold  minor  team  to  camp  to 
the  merry  tune  of  23  to  12.  The 
excellent  shooting  of  Clavir  was 
responsible  for  the  win.  although 
the  entire  team  checked  well  and 
always  were  in  the  lead. 

Western  Tech.  at  Oakwood. 

The  juniors  increased  their  win- 
ning streak  to  five  in  a  row,  when 


they  trounced  the  Tech.  14-10. 
Keppy  turned  in  a  fine  game,  scor- 
ing the  two  winning  baskets. 

Central  Commerce  at  Oakwood 

Once  again  our  seniors  bowed 
to  the  fast  Commerce  five.  Oak- 
wood  could  not  do  anything  right 
and  faded  fast  in  the  closing  five 
minutes,  only  to  let  Commerce  pile 
up  a  38-16  score.  It  was  an  off- 
day  for  the  entire  team,  though 
Dyce  scored  eight  of  the  sixteen 
points. 

The  juniors  made  up  for  th.e 
"big  boy's  defeat  by  trouncing  the 
Commercial  lads  23  to  7.  Our  boys 
had  everything  their  own  way  and 
were  never  in  danger.  Fenner  and 
Cole  played  cleverly. 

Oakwood  at  Parkdale 

Th.e  senior  clan,  determined  to 
make  up  for  their  last  defeat,  went 
down  to  Parkdale  and  trimmed 
them  18  to  15.  The  entire  team 
performed  brilliantly  and  well  de- 
served the  victory.  Dellabough, 
Tozman  and  Medlock  shared  the 
scoring  honours. 

Our  juniors  were  forced  to  take 
a  back  seat  for  the  much  improved 
Parkdale  five.  The  Oakwood  team 
seemed  lost  on  the  large  floor, 
their  passes  going  astray  and  their 
shots  wild.  New  and  Richardson 
stood  out  well.  The  final  score  be- 
ing 21-18. 

Oakwood  at  Central  Tech. 

The  dark  blue,  light  blue  and  old 
gold  aggregation,  minus  their  star 
left  forward,  went  down  to  the 
Harbord  street  Tech.  and  trimmed 
them  21-11.  Dellabough  turned  in 
a  clever  game,  scoring  fourteen 
points.  Bailey,  Keppy,  and  Bint 
also  performed  well. 

The  juniors  again  had  to  taste 
defeat,  although  they  were  leading 
7-5  at  half  time,  but  fading  badlv 
in  the  closing  few  minutes,  lost  out 
17-9.  Clavir,  Cole  and  Fenner  did 
the  scoring. 
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(£>afctooob  Collegiate  ^Institute  Caber  Corps 


The  Oakwood  Cadet  Corps  has 
won  the  Ellis  Brothers  Efficiency 
Cup  each  year  since  it  was  first 
awarded  in  1925.  This  honour  is 
greatly  due  to  Lieut.  J.  H.  Horning 
and  Lieut.  Butt,  who  have  given 
their  time  and  energy  to  make  the 
corps  a  success.  Lieut.  Horning 
has  since  1923  been  the  cadet  in- 
structor and  Lieut.  Butt,  although 
he  has  just  recently  come  to  the 
school,  has  shown  interest  in 
cadet  work. 

The  cadet  corps  takes  this  op- 
portunity of  thanking  them  for 
their  work. 

This  year  the  corps  hopes  to 
achieve  an  even  higher  standard, 
than  ever  before,  as  follows :  first, 
by  a  general  improvement  in  Drill 
and  Discipline ;  second,  by  winning 
the  Dominion  First-aid  champion- 
ships and  lastly  by  having  the 
shooting  teams  win  first  place  in 
all  the  shooting  events  that  they 
take  part  in  and  uphold  our  motto : 
"A  higher  standard  than  ever  be- 
fore." 

Each  year  the  corps  reaches  a 
higher  standard,  each  year  inspec- 
tion is  pronounced  better  than  ever 
before.  Although  the  corps  is  rec- 
ognized as  about  the  best  in  On- 
tario there  seems  to  be  nothing  to 
prevent  this  improvement  being 
carried  on  indefinitely  and  finally 
ranking  Oakwood  among  the  first 
in  Canada. 

A  smarter  step,  a  more  erect 
carriage,  a  freer  swing  in  march- 
ing, more  vigour  and  precision  in 
movements  both  of  rifle  and  limbs, 
all    these  are    ideals    which    any 


cadet  may  well  keep  in  mind.  But 
there  is  more  in  cadet  training 
than  performing  certain  move- 
ments ;  it  gives  to  every  youth  who 
shows  interest,  an  opportunity  for 
the  exercise  of  the  power  to  organ- 
ize and  command  which  is  so 
valuable  in  business  life, — an  op- 
portunity which  is  difficult  to  se- 
cure in  any  other  phase  of  school 
life. 

The  winter  term  has  been  a  very 
busy  one  for  the  shooting  members 
of  our  cadet  corps.  Shooting  is  en- 
couraged because  it  develops  keen 
eyesight  and  it  also  teaches  con- 
centration, not  to  mention  the  fine 
recreation  that  it  provides  during 
the  winter  months.  In  shooting  for 
Dominion  marksman  pins  fifteen 
cadets  have  been  awarded  the 
bronze  pins,  which  are  given  to 
those  sending  in  ten  targets  each 
counting  55  or  more  out  of  a  pos- 
sible 70.  Five  have  won  the  silver 
pins  for  a  higher  score  of  over  63 
and  one  cadet,  C-Lieut.  W.  Briggs, 
has  obtained  the  special  prize  for 
turning  in  10  targets  each  count- 
ing 70  out  of  70.  fired  from  the 
prone  position  and  10  targets  each 
over  67  out  of  70  fired  from  the 
setting  position.  In  this  contest  the 
bronze  pin  must  be  won  before 
competing  for  the  silver  and  like- 
wise the  silver  before  the  gold  and 
the  gold  before  the  special  prize. 

In  the  Dominion  Miniature  Rifle 
series  Oakwood  has  fired  the  four 
monthly  matches.  The  three  senior 
teams,  each  of  10  members,  have 
averaged  No.  1,  95.5%  ;  No.  2,  93.2 
</,  ;  No.  3,  89.67'  I  While  the  junior 
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OFFICERS  OF  THE  CADET  CORPS 


C.  Lieut.  Alexander,  C.  Lieut.  McKay,  C.  Lieut.  J.  Ritchie,  B.A. 
(Cadet  Instructor),  C.  Lieut.  Graham,  C.  Lieut.  Gazey,  C.  Lieut. 
Dowson,  C.  Capt.  Windgate,  C.  Capt.  McLean,  2nd  in  Com.,  C.  Majoi 
Speedie,  O.C.,  C.  Capt.  Oborne,  C.  Capt.  Rumble,  C.  Lieut.  McKib- 
bon.  Absent:  C.  Capt.  Morel,  Adj.  C.  Capt.  D.  Ritchie,  C.  Capt. 
Reid,  C.  Lieut.  Briggs. 


teams,  each  of  eight  members  have 
the  following  averages;  No.  1. 
93%  :  No.  2,  89%  ;  No.  3,  85%. 

The  Mason  Trophy  Competition 
has  not  yet  been  fired  but  Mr.  Hor- 
ning's  "younghopefuls"  are  looking 
forward  to  high  scores  with  the 
hope  of  retaining  the  trophy  which 
Oakwood  has  won  for  the  last 
three  consecutive  years. 

The  results  of  the  signalling 
class  have  been  recently  received 
and  also  certificates  for  9  cadets, 
who  passed  the  examination.  Each 
of  the  cadets  received  a  bonus  of 
five  dollars. 

During  the  winter  many  cadets 
have  taken  a  keen  interest  in  First- 
aid  certificates  and  four  junior  cer- 
tificates. Oakwood  First-Aid  teams 
ranked  first  and  second  in  Military 
District  No.  2  of  Ontario;  and  we 
hope  they  will  bring  further  hon- 
our to  our  school  by  winning  the 
Wallace  Rankine  Nesbitt  First-Aid 
shield  which  is  competed  for  throu- 
ghout the  whole  of  Canada. 


Now  the  spring  weather  has 
come  the  Oakwood  corps  will  begin 
outdoor  drill.  This  year  an  even 
greater  number  than  usual  have 
shown  their  willingness  to  help 
Oakwood  again  carry  off  the  profi- 
ciency cup.  The  corps  will  consist 
of  four  companies,  E,  F,  G,  and  H. 
of  70  cadets  or  more  each,  thus  for- 
ming a  battalion  of  approximately 
280.  The  band,  under  the  leadership 
of  Cadet  Captain  Willard  Thomson, 
is  in  good  form  and  the  head- 
quarters company  (signallers  and 
stretcher-bearers)  will  compete  the 
corps,  bringing  its  strength  up  to 
310.  This  is  the  largest  cadet  corps 
Oakwood  has  ever  had. 

Gordon  Speedie  who  is  Battalion 
Commander  has  an  able  group  of 
officers  to  support  him  and  when 
Inspection  Day,  May  10th,  arrives 
we  hope  that  the  corps  will  be  so 
well  drilled  that  the  Inspecting 
Officer  will  again  award  Oakwood 
the  cup  for  the  smartest  Cadet 
Corps  in  Military  District  No.  2  of 
Ontario. 
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The  officers  of  the    corps,    with 

rank  and  position,  are  as  follows: 

Cadet  Instructor — Lieut.  J.  H. 
Horning,  B.F.A. 

Assistant  Cadet  Instructor — Lieut. 
S.  Butt. 

1  tattalion  Commander — C. -Major 
Gordon  Speedie. 

Battalion  Second  in  Command —  C- 
Capt.  Bruce  MacLean. 

Battalion  Adjutant  C-Capt.  G. 
Morel. 

Battalion  Headquarter  Quarter- 
master— C.-Capt.  H.  Davidson. 

E-Company  Command — C.-Capt.  G. 
YVingate. 

No.  1  Platoon — C-Lieut.  W.  Briggs. 

No.  2  Platoon— C.-Lieut.  K.  Daw- 
son. 

F-Company  Commander — C.-Capt. 
Harry  G.  Oborne. 


No.  1  Platoon— C.-Lieut.  R.  B.  Mc- 

Kibbons. 
No.  2  Platoon— C.-Lieut.  R.  McKay. 
G-Companv    Commander — C.-Capt. 

P.  Reid. 
No.  1  Platoon — C.-Lieut.  E.  Gazey. 
No.  2  Platoon— C.-Lieut.    L.  Gra- 
ham. 
H-Companv   Commander — C.-Capt. 

D.  Ritchie. 
No.  1  Platoon— C.-Lieut.  G.  Rumble 
No.  2  Platoon— C.-Lieut.  J.  Ritchie. 
Band— C.-Capt.  Willard  Thomson. 
Signal  Platoon— C.-Lieut.  R.  Alex- 
ander. 
Battalion  Sergt.  Major— C.-B.S.M. 
F.  Day. 

These  appointments  are  pro- 
visional and  have  yet  to  be  con- 
firmed. 


KING  GEORGE  CUP  TEAM 

Winners  of  District   Challenge  Cup 

Top — B.   Stevenson,   .1.    Hopper,    L.    Dingle. 

Bottom— F.  Reid,  G.  Maynard,  G.  Rumble,  .1.  Kyle,  M.  Elliott. 
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1ST  TEAM    DISTRICT  FIRST  AID 
COMPETITION 

E.    Patterson,   Capt.    (Absent),   D.   Web- 
ster, L.  Clavir,  M.  Wilier. 

Mr.  Horning-  (in  gym)  :  Now, 
what  would  you  do  if  you  were  in 
my  shoes? 

Capt.  Bruce  McLean  '28:  Take 
tli em  off  before  I  tripped  and  broke 
my  neck. 


2ND  TEAM  DISTRICT  FIRST  AID 
COMPETITION 

E.  McLean   (Capt.),  G.  New,  J.  Bradley, 
J.  Munro. 

Hard  boiled  Sergt.  Major:  "An' 
when  I  says  "fall  in"  all  I  wanna 
see  is  a  cloud  of  dust  an'  a  row  o' 

statues." 


Capt.   Osborne  :   Present  arms ! 
Cadet :  Here  y'are,  captain. 


Inspecting  officer:  Ha!  Ha!  No 
shave ! 

Delinquent  Rookie:  He!  He!  No 


Nagiwa  Camp 

Severn  River 

Muskoka 

— For  Boys  and  Girls — 

jV'AHIWA    Camp   calls   you    to    spend   two 

*  ^1  weeks  of  real  re-creation.  This  camp 
has  purposely  been  kept  a  small  camp  in  order 
to  promote  a  true  spirit  of  comradeship. 

Nagiwa  Camp  is  unique  in  the  fact  that  it  has  been  built  and  directed 
by  the  voluntary  efforts  of  a  group  of  young  people  who  desire  to  share  their 
experiences  with  their  younger  friends.  It  is  primarily  to  give  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  fine  northern  camps  and  at  the  same  time  to  be  within  the  reach 
of  those  who  are  unable  to  attend  those  more  expensive  camps. 

Boys— July  27th-Aug.  10th         Girls— Aug.  12th-Aug.  24th 

Rates:  (Finder  15  yrs.)  $15.50— (15  yrs.  and  over)  $18.00 

(These  rates  include  railway  fare) 

For  Bulletins  and  information  see — 

EVELYN   ISAACS— .12  Boon  Ave.,  O.C.I. 

JACK    VALIANT— 35  Grove  Ave. 

'Where  Good    Friends  Gather"  Nagiwa  Camping   .Association 
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The  Gift  that  is 

sure  to  please™ 


TPVERY  now  and  then 
*-*  you  want  to  give 
something  just  a  little 
different — something  that 
says  "Quality"  as  soon  as 
it  is  opened. 

That  "something"  is  a  box 
of  Neilson's  Chocolates. 

Not  only  are  they  beau- 
tifully packaged  .  .  .  but 
the  chocolates  themselves 
are  entirely  distinctive 
with  their  unique  and  de- 
lightful centres,  so  daintily 
enrobed  with  the  smooth- 
est and  finest  chocolate 
coatings. 

The  same  QUALITY  runs 
all  through  .  .  .  it's  the 
assortment  that  makes  the 
difference  in  price. 


CHOCOLATES 

—  The  Chocolates  that  are  Different  — 
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Frothy  unseen  bubbles 
Round  our  classroom  play, 
Our  scholastic  troubles 
These  they  laugh  away 
Mere  we  write  'em, 
ilope  you'll  like  em! 


A  certain  party:  Mm!  Er-er-er- 
ah!  He!  He;  He;  ' 

Jeweller:  Yes  sir,  down  this  way 
for  engagement  rings! 


Mrs.  Hanna:  What  are  these 
tickets  I  find  in  your  pocket? 

Mr.  Hanna:  Oh-er-ah,  I'm  inter- 
ested in  archeology, — they're  evi- 
dence of  a  lost  race. 


Jean  Munroe  '29:  I  just  adore 
dark  men. 

Olive  Murphy  '29:  You'd  have  a 
big  time  in  Africa. 


get 


"Jimmy"    Hozack:     Can     I 
through  this  gate  my  man? 

Farmer:  Waal,  I  reckon  you 
might  be  able  to.  I  seen  a  load  o' 
hay  go  through  this  morning. 


Kingsburg  '28:  Do  I  need  a  hair 
cut? 

Sanigan  '28:  Ho!  Ho!  Ho!  So 
that's  it!  I  thought  you  had  a  fur 
cap  on. 


Murray  Johnston  '29 — Can  I  sec 
that  book  1  had  last  week. 

Librarian — Why  surely.  Did  you 
find  it  interesting? 

Muray — No,  but  it's  got  my 
girl's  phone  number  in  it. 


A  Lemon  is  an  Orange  that  has 
Loved  and  Lost. 


Bill  Bryers  '29:  Speed!  Say  my 
car  can't  be  stopped  on  the  hills. 

"Doug"  Taylor  '29 :  Mine  was  like 
that  too,  before  I  had  the  brakes 
fixed. 


That  girl  certainly  looks  good 
from  a  distance  but  you  can't  get 
far  enough  away  from  her. 


Moul  '28:  Whatchagot? 
McLean  '28:  Some  insect  powder. 
Moul :  Say  !    Ya  ain't  gonna  com- 
mit suicide? 


Mr.  Jackson :  What  are  you  boys 
arguing  about? 

Thompson  '29 :  About  the  size  of 
my  head,  sir. 

Mr.  Jackson:  Oh  yes!    The  bone  of 
contention ! 


Mr.  Henderson:  What's 
lorie  ? 

Mackenzie  (dreamily)  : 
floor  above  a  balconv. 


Next 


Good-bye  Jessie ! 

Good-bye  auntie  May.  I  hope  I'll 
be  a  great  big  girl  before  you  make 
us  another  visit. 
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In   Wonderland. 

Clang!  Clang! — The  motorman 
leaned  forward  from  his  window 
in  the  car,  a  smile  upon  his  lips 
and  a  twinkle  in  his  eye — 

"Would  you  kindly  drive  off  the 
track?"  he  asked  quietly" — Sorry 
to  trouble  you,  old  man,  but  I  really 
am  in  a  hurry." 

The  truck  driver  promptly  pull- 
ed to  one  side.  "My  error  entirely, 
old  chap,  you  must  pardon  my 
seeming  carelessness,  but  I  had  no 
idea  your  car  was  so  near. 

"Thank  you  so  much,"  grinned 
the  motorman.  "Not  at  all,  don't 
mention  it — do  have  one  of  my 
cigars." 

And  the  car  went  rapidly  for- 
ward. 


Quite  a  dapper  young  shiek, 

Was  Oliver  Teen, 
Till  he  punched  in  the  lid 

Of  a  bottle  of  cream. 


Mr.  Hanna:  (In  Modern  His- 
tory)— What  was  Lincoln's  Gettys- 
burg Address? 

Rice  '28:  I  didn't  ever  know  lie 
lived  there. 


"Pride  Goeth  Before  a  Severe 
Flop." 

Which  reminds  me  of  an  incident 
of  last  summer.  A  daring  young 
mosquito  had  penetrated  my  guard 
and  bitten  me  on  the  Adam's  apple. 
He  then  retreated  a  few  feet  to 
survey  the  monument  he  had  rais- 
ed to  his  glorious  memory,  and 
seemed  quite  surprised  at  its  ex- 
tent. Nevertheless,  the  orney  little 
son  of  a  gun  decided  to  take  full 
credit  to  himself  and  forthwith, 
pompously  closed  his  eyes,  stuck 
out  his  chest  and  gave  vent 
to  his  war-cry.  It  was  precisely 
at  this  moment  that  a  heavy  hand 
descended  forcibly  upon  his  bliss- 
ful head — There  is  a  vacant  chair 
at  home  sweet  ditto. 


Did  you  hear  about  the  Scotch- 
man who  went  to  a  two-ring  cir- 
cus?   He  came  awav  cross-eved. 


I  always  thought  that  fleas  were 
black, 
So  now  I'd  like  to  know, 
How  Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 
Whose    "fleas"    were    white    as 
snow. 


THEE    'SLIP' 
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"Ladies  and  gentlemen,  this  pro- 
gram is  coming  to  you  over  station 
S.P.Q.R.,  owned  and  operated  by 
the  Alabaster  Paving  Stone  Co., 
314  Appian  Way.  Mr.  Anthony  B. 
Smith,  through  the  courtesy  of  the 
United  Olive  Seed  Removers  Inc.  of 
Rome,  Italy,  will  deliver  the  next 
speech,  Mr.  Smith." 

Friends,  Romans,  Countrymen ; 
Lend  me  your  earphones — (I  might 
say  at  this  time  that  this  prog-ram 
through  the  courtesy  of  the  U.O. 
S.R.  is  in  commemoration  of  there- 
cent  death  of  Mr.  G.  J.  Caesar,  a 
prominent  citizen  of  this  beautiful 
city  of  yours.)  I  come  to  bury 
Caesar,  not  to  praise  him,  because 
the  Public  Health  Commission  has 
complained  against  leaving  the 
body  uninterred  any  longer.  The 
evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them, 
as  one  can  easily  see  by  reading  the 
April  number  of  the  "Lurid  Con- 
fession's Magazine,"  on  sale  at 
most  news  stands. 

The  noble  Brutus  hath  told  you 
that  Caesar  was  ambitious.  Brutus 
is  a  senator,  and  anyone  who  has 
been  following  the  recent  investi- 
gation in  the  Senate  concerning  the 
graft  made  on  the  chariot  races  will 
known  how  much  Brutus'  word  is 
worth. 

However  that  may  be,  here  un- 
der leave  of  Brutus  and  the  rest 
(or  rather  under  the  sponsorship 
of  the  United  Olive  Seed  Removers 
Inc.)  come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's 
funeral,  which  by  the  way  is  the 
most  gorgeous  and  expensive  fun- 
eral with  which  the  Senate  has  ever 
honoured  one  of  its  members.  He 
was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to 
me.  Often  did  he  lend  me  money 
and  procure  through  his  influence 
with  the  promoters,  seats  in  the 
most  ''  irable  section  of  the  Colos- 
seum. But  Brutus  says  he  was 
ambitious:  and  Brutus  is  an  hon- 
ourable   man,    that    is    if    a    lying 


cheating,   sneaking  politician   may 
be  called  honourable. 

"You  are  listening  to  station  S. 
P.Q.R.,  broadcasting  Mr.  Anthony 
Smith's  after  dinner  speech  from 
the  banquet  in  commemoration  of 
the  recent  death  of  Mr.  G.  J.  Cae- 
sar, late  of  this  city.  Stand  by, 
please. 

He  (Mr.  G.  J.  Caesar)  hath 
brought  many  captives  home  to 
Rome,  and  hath  charged  great 
sums  for  seats  at  the  trials  in  the 
Senate  Chamber,  which  revenue 
did  the  general  coffers  fill.  Did  this 
in  Caesar  seem  ambitious?  Yet 
Brutus  (  and  by  the  way  Brutus 
has  owed  me  fifteen  shekels  since 
a  year  ago  last  Ides  of  January,) 
says  he  was  ambitious. 
^  You  all  did  see  that  on  the 
Supercal  I  thrice  presented  him  a 
kingly  crown  which  he  did  thrice 
refuse.  —Listen  folks,  that  was 
just  a  clever  little  publicity  stunt 
arranged  by  some  newspaper  men 
and  Caesar  had  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  it.  Yet  Brutus  says,  for 
the  fourth  time,  he  was  ambitious. 

At  this  point  I  would  like  to  an- 
nounce that  as  a  result  of  certain 
investigations,  it  has  been  discov- 
ered that  a  well-known  news  sheet 
has  paid  Brutus  50,000  lires  each 
time  he  makes  this  statement, 
which  is  utterly  unfounded  concern 
ing  Caesar's  ambition.  I  speak  not 
to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke,  be- 
cause I  don't  consider  his  opinion 
of  the  slightest  value;  but  here  I 
am  to  speak  what  I  think  will  do 
Caesar's  cause  most  good.  You  all 
did  love  him  once,  not  without 
cause,  for  did  he  not  make  vast 
campaign  speeches  before  his  elect- 
ion? Did  he  not  put  through  the 
bill  providing  for  reopening  of  the 
Public  Bar?  And  did  he  not  estab- 
lish a  municipal  play  ground  and 
golf  course  on  the  Palatine  rlill?  1 
ask  you.  0  judgment!  Thou  are 
fled    to    brutish    beasts    and    men 
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have  lost  what  little  reason,  if  any, 
they  have!  Pardon  me  while  1  take 
a  cough  drop.  I  seem  to  have  lost 
my  voice  and  I  must  pause  while 
it  comes  back  to  me. 

(Dei  Suprie  pa!  Turn  that  guy 
off  and  gst  the  play-by-play  on  the 
fights  or  something  good click.) 


Receipt  for  a  Kiss. 

1.  To  a  piece  of  dark  piazza,  add 
two  persons,  whose  names  are  of 
masculine  and  feminine  genders. 

2.  Add  a  measure  of  moonlight. 

3.  Press  into  two  strong  arms. 

4.  Sift  lightly  with  2  ounces  of 
attraction  and  one  of  romance. 

5.  Add  a  measure  of  folly,  stir 
in  a  floating  ruffle,  and  two  or 
three  whispers. 

6.  Dissolve  one  or  two  glances 
in  a  well  of  silence. 

7.  Dust  with  an  ounce  of  resis- 
tance and  two  of  yielding. 

8.  Place  the  kiss  firmly  on  burn- 
ning  lips,  then  cool  on  a  smooth 
cheek. 

"JAY."  5B  did  this 

Xo  phone  or  mail  orders  please 

Visiting   Hours 

10  p.m. — 1  a.m. 


Freshettes!      Remember      what 
Aesop  said: 
— Laugh  and  the  world  laughs 

with  you, 
— Cry  and  you  streak  your  rouge. 

Fendlay  '28:  Was  the  fire  drill 
successful  ? 

Thomson  '28:  Well  say!  I  got  to 
know  two  smart  second  form  las- 
sies on  the  way  out. 


To  prove:  His  love. 

Construction:  Take  any  couple  in 
love.    Let  them  be  John  and  Mary. 

Proof:  John  is  a  man,  and  he  is 
a  man.  therefore  he  equals  John. 

Similarly  Mary  is  a  woman  and 
you  are  a  woman,  therefore  you 
equal  Mary. 

Substitute  equal  values  in  the 
first  equation  and  we  get  he  loves 
you. 


(lord  says  he  always  preferred 
a  knot  of  soft  dark  lustrous  fem- 
inine hair  to  a  neck  like  a  nail 
brush. 

If  Oakwoodites  Ran   The   Police 
Force 

Brodie  '28:  (arrested  for  speed- 
ing on  a  windy  day) — Officer  there 
goes  my  hat,  may  I  go  after  it? 

Fenlon  '28:  Ha  ha,  my  lad,  you 
don't  catch  me  so  easily.  You'd 
soon  beat  it.  You  stay  right  here 
— I'll  run  after  it. 

Ranta  '29:  I've  got  a  terrible 
toothache. 

Don  Ritchie  '30:  Why  don't  you 
do,  what  I  do.  When  I  get  a  tooth- 
ache I  go  right  over  to  my  girl's 
place.  She  puts  her  arms  around 
my  neck,  kisses  me,  smooths  my 
forehead  and  I  forget  all  about  the 
toothache.    Why  don't  you  try  it? 

Ranta:  I  sure  will.  Is  your  girl 
home  now? 


Hugh  :  You  really  love  me  Mabel  ? 
Mabel:  Why  of  course,  Ralph. 
Hugh :  Ralph  ?  My  name's  Hugh  ! 
Mabel:  Oh  goodness  I  keep  think- 
ing this  is  Monday. 


Lies  slumbering  here 

One,  Emily  Bright, 
She  put  out  her  left  hand 

And  turned  to  the  right. 

Scotch  Birthday  Card 

Birthday  greetings,  lassie, 

Merry  Christmas,  too, 
Happy  New  Year,  Easter  gladness 

All  I  speed  to  you. 

Incidently  t'would  be  fine, 
If  you'd  be  my  Valentine. 

Latest  Song  Hit:  "The  Litmus 
Blues" — by  Mr.  Kirby — The  tune's 
not  much — but  oh  !  the  air! 


Davidson  '29 :  What  always  come 
in  pairs? 

Stephenson  '29.  Scissors? 
Davidson:  No,  Pear  seeds. 
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For  a  Guaranteed  Job  in  French  Cleaning 

—Try—  I 


ELLIOTT  CLEANERS 


769  St.  Clair  W. 


Doris  McKindley:  So,  he's  an  ex- 
])erienced  lover? 

Ruth  Lundy:  Well  he  can  tell  in- 
stantly whether  you  are  pensive  or 
sleepy. 


Hill.  5081-5082 


■•a 


Mr.  Kirby:  What  is  the  differ- 
ence between  ammonia  and  pneu- 
monia ? 

Small  boy:  One  comes  in  bottles, 
the  other  in  chests. 


"Hangy"  Owens:  Come  on,  let's 
play  house. 

— One  Guess — :  Oh  it's  such  a 
kid's  game. 

"Hank":  Not  the  way  I  play  it! 

(You  were  right)  :  Huh !  Well, 
you  be  the  door  and  I'll  slam  you. 


Weary  Editor:  Where  did  you 
get  these  jokes? 

One  of  the  eight  contributors: 
Out  of  the  air. 

Weary  Editor:  And  yet  Mr. 
Dunkley  still  insists  that  we  have  a 
good  ventilation  system. 


GJ" 


STUDY  BUSINESS 

The  largest  incomes  in  every  city  are  earned  by  men  and  women  trained 
in  BUSINESS.  TRAINED  young  people  are  constantly  needed  to  fill  good 
business  positions.     Competent  students  are  readily  placed. 

Our  practical  courses  in  Stenography,  Bookkeeping,  Commercial,  Private 
Secretarial,  and  French-English  Stenography,  prepare  for  better  positions 
and  higher  pay.  Hundreds  of  former  "Dominion"  students  testify  to  the 
value  and  importance  of  the  thorough  business  training  received  here. 

An  exclusive  feature  of  the  "Dominion"  is  the  fact  that  a  high  school 
student  may  complete  any  part  of  his  Matriculation  in  our  Matriculation  De- 
partment while  pursuing  a  business  course.  Commercial  French  is  another 
advantage,  open  to  high  school  graduates. 

A  copy  of  our  illustrated  catalogue  will  gladly  be  sent  upon  request. 
Just  'phone  Trinity  2(>(>3. 


Dominion  Business  College,  Limited 


.-,2:.  Bloor  St.  West 


J.  V.  Mitchell,  B.A.,  Principal 
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PARK  BROTHERS 


328%  YONGE  ST. 


Photographers 


Phone  MAin  1269 


TORONTO 


Cole  '30:  Do  you  play  the  piano? 
Caplan  '30:  I  dunno,  I've  never 
tried. 


Mr.  Browne:  Can  you  make  a 
sentence  to  illustrate  the  word  con- 
duit ? 

Davies  '29:  I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  I 
conduit. 


"And  how  have  you  been  getting 
on,  Mrs.  Mumble?" 

"Ah,  miss,  not  too  well.  My  poor 
'usband  'ah  a  parallel  stroke,  and 
we've  'ad  a  'ard  time  to  make  both 
ends  meet." 


All  I  ah !  say  theah,  Raustus  is 
my  bawth  warm  ? 

Yessah,  the  wahmest  ah  was 
ovah  in. 


Kaplan  '29 :  I  was  mimicking  one 
of  the  teachers,  yesterday,  and  he 
caught  me. 

Fowler  '29 :  What  did  he  say  ? 

Kaplan :  Told  me  to  stop  making 
a  silly  ass  of  myself. 


History  Teacher:  What  is  a  soc- 
ialist? 

Kemp  '28:  A  man  who  is  always 
wanting  to  divide  something  that 
doesn't  belong  to  him. 


Burnie  '28:  Half  a  pound  of 
cheese,  please. 

Grocer:  Gorgonzola  or  Stilton? 

Burie :  Start  'em  across  the  coun- 
ter, mister,  I'll  take  the  winner. 


Of  QUALITY 

Tor 
Women  of  Discernment 


A  MASTER   FURRIER 
is  one  who  knows  furs  and  manufacturers  them,  and 
whose   reputation   is   unquestionable. 


Our  Label  is  Your  Protection 

STORAGE  REPAIRS 

Buy  in  Confidence 


91  (i  BLOOR  ST.  W. 


Master  Furrier 
PHONE  LOMBARD  1000 


A   Member  of  Retail  Furriers,   CM. A. 
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KEn.  ilGOO 


I     I  GOT  MY  MATRIC  AT  OAKWOOD! 

!  tengs         A.M.  GLAVIR 

1282  ST.  CLAIR  AVE. 
(Corner  Earlscourt) 

Representing  Tip  Top  Tailors — Made-to-Measurc  Suits  and 
Overcoats— $24.00 

MEN'S  AND  BOYS'  HABERDASHERY 

I    Sweaters  and  Ties  in  "Oakwood"  Colors.    Dress  well  and  succeed.     § 


Mr.  Jackson:  Gambling  is  a  bad 
habit.  Why  don't  you  break  your- 
self of  it? 

"Bill"  Reid  '29:  I've  come  within 
a  few  cents  of  breaking  myself 
often. 


Heard  In  The  Cafe  Line-Up  _ 

Say !  Just  who  do  you  think 
you're  pushin'? 

Well,  how  many  guesses  do  I 
get? 


S.  S.  Delegation:  Would  you  like 
to  join  us  in  the  new  Missionary 
Movement  ? 

Helen  Dignan:  I'm  crazy  to  try 
it.  Is  it  anything  like  the  Varsity 
Drag? 


Griffith's  '28:  Have  a  cigar? 
Stainton   '28:    No,   but   I'll  take 
the  nickel. 


As  they  say  in  room  26:  "Preach 
a  thing  long  enough  and  you  will 
eventually  come  to  believe  it  your- 
self." 


„.         ,r    ,       ,      ...    .                .,  Jessop  '29:  No  girl  ever  made  a 

Rhona  Yorke:  I  spilled  some  acid  f00j  ouj.  0f 

on  my  hand  and  made  it  smart.  "Peggie"  Chadwick  '29:  Who  did 

Mr.  Noble:  Try  drinking  some.  it  then? 


Chicago:   Say  bo!  Ain't  I  shot 
you  somewheres  before? 


When  the  day  after  to-morrow  is 
yesterday,  to-day  will  be  as  far 
from  Sunday  as  to-day  was  from 

Sunday  when  the  day  before  yes-  Teacher:  You're  not  fit  for  de- 

terday  was  to-morrow.    What's  to-  cent  company — come  up  here  and 

day?  sit  next  to  me. 


p., 


Archgrip 


"Grips   the    Arch'' 
(Trade  Mark  Registi  red) 


■■E 


Shoes 


Carried  in  all  widths  and  properly  fitted, 

W.  A.  ARGUE 


Hill.    J. -,'i 


KIM  I    Hal  hurst    SI. 


Phi/,    Si  r,  ill  ij-i  iijlit 
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10.!0  St.  Clair  Ave. 


WATSON   HALE 

Dry  Goods  and  Ready-to- Wear 

Wc  Specialize  in   Ladies'   Hose 

Gloves  and  Corsets 

"The  Store  for  Service" 

TORONTO 


Lombard  7:!")S 


„H 


Todd  '28:  (explaining  date  of 
evening  before) — I  told  her  I  was 
a  cave-man. 

Boddy  '28:  And  what  did  she 
say? 

Todd :   She  said,   1   looked   more     no  immigration  laws  then, 
like  their  ice-man.  


Burnham  '29:  I  want  you  to 
know  that  my  ancestors  came  over 
on  the  Mayflower. 

Arnup  '29:  No  doubt,  there  were 


,r.       TT              ^.  Mustard  '29:  Aren't  your  socks 

Miss    Hanna:    Give    a    sentence  .,         ,., 

with  the  word  departure  in  it.  wrong  slde  out  ' 

Traviss:   Departure  hair  in  the  Maxwell'29 :  Yeah  !  My  feet  were 

middle?  hot,  so  I  turlned  the  hose  on  them. 


For  Good 

CLEANING— DYEING— PRESSING— REPAIRING 

Phone  Lloydbrook  9357 

E.   B.   JOHNSON 

935  St.  Clair,  at  Oakwood 


H" 


Lloyd  Hunt  '29:  Oh  Bint,  don't 
you  wish  you  were  a  bird,  so  you 
could  float  through  the  air,  and 
rest  on  those  big  fleecy  clouds? 

Bint  '29:  Naw!  I'd  rather  be  a 
n'elephant  and  squirt  water 
through  my  nose. 


Mr.  Robb:  This  is  the  third  time 
I've  caught  you. 

"Bill"  Glover  '28:  Don't  be  par- 
tial, sir,  the  others  misjht  not  like 
it. 


•    ' 


Hie :  We're  getting  home  awfully 
late  last  night,  this  morning. 

Cup:  That's  all  right.  We'll  sleep 
until  this  evening  to-morrow. 

Conductor:  Hey!  How  many  are 
there  in  that  berth? 

Voice:  Just  one  connie!  Here's 
our  ticket. 


"How  did  he  get  run  over,  Bill?" 
"Oh  he  was  picking  up  a  horse 
shoe  for  luck." 
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DR.  ZIMMERMAN 


DENTIST 


Office:  Lloydbrook  8896 
Residence:  Lloydbrook  6876 


Gas  Extraction 
X-Ray 


968   St.   Clair   Ave.   W. 
(Cor.  Crang  Ave.) 


-8 


Kash  '28:  That  was  the  "most 
unkindest  cut  of  all"  as  the  poet 
says. 

Tozman  '28:  What  was  that? 

Kash :  I  showed  her  one  of  my 
boyhood  pictures  with  my  father 
holding  me  on  his  knee,  and  she 
said — "My,  who  is  the  ventrilo- 
quist." 


Howes  '29 :  I  have  been  trying  to 
think  of  a  word  for  two  weeks. 

Jackson  '29:  How  about  fort- 
night? 


Doctor:  I  can  cure  you  of  the 
chicken-pox  in  less  than  a  week. 

Isabel  Archibald  '28:  Oh  doctor, 
no  rash  promises ! 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb. 

One  day  she  clipped  its  tresses, 
And  found  she  had  sufficient  wool 

For  fifteen  modern  dresses. 


Father:  Has  your  mother  made 
up  her  mind  to  stay  in? 

Young  Thing:  No,  she's  made  up 
her  face  to  go  out. 


"Al"  Diehl  '28  (Walking  up  to 
the  piano  in  the  library)  :  Do  you 
know  "I  Got  A  Woman  Crazy  For 
Me?" 

Jane  Blackford  '31  (Pepping  the 
fellows  up  at  noon  hour)  :  Oh  you 
conceited  thing!  You  boys  are  all 
alike. 


Mr.    Jewett    (in    Physics):    Are  "Wally"  Delabough '28:  What  do 

there  any  questions?  you  mean,  my  girl  reminds  you  ol 

Gill  '29:  Please,  sir,  how  do  you  an  ancient  city? 

calculate  the  horse  power  of  a  don-  "Al"    Medloch     '28:     Babble-on, 

key  engine?  boy,  Babble-on. 


.1    moth-proofed    with    l>a 


iil«;s — Dusted    and    shamp i 

look   like   new   again. 

CURTAINS — Laundered    to    suil    the    most    i'astidiou 
even.     Thi  y    will   hang  square. 

BLANKETS-  Cleansi  d     in     s 
Larvex. 


Til 


Straight    edges,    scallop; 
rater    and     ivory    soap.      Moth-proofed      witl 


I  NEW   METHOD   LAUNDRY  LIMITED 


■\\<-    Ivnovt     ll»«" 


I 'in  1 1   Eighty 


THE  0AKW001)  ORACLE 


A  Chinese  truck  driver  in  Los 
Angeles  sent  the  following'  bill  to 
a  hardware  store  for  delivery 
charges: 

10  goes 

10  comes, 

At  50  cents  a  went — $5.00. 


Two  kinds  of  Oakwoodites: 
Those  who  are  trying  to   make 
their  work  lighter,  and  those  who 
are   trying   to   make   their   lighter 
work. 


As   the   Gold   Dust   Twins    said, 
Lux  against  us. 


What  would  the  visiting  Aus- 
tralian cadets  think  to  this? 

"Australia  is  round  like  a  plate, 
high  at  the  edges  and  the  centre  is 
filled  with  des(s)ert." 


'E 


R.  G.  FRY 

STATIONERY   AND 
GIFT  SHOPPE 

School  Supplies 

Fountain  Pens 

Cards  for  All  Occasions 
Gifts 


1438  Yonge  St. 

284    Eglinton  Ave.  West 

Lending  Library 


New  Values 
in  Furniture 

In  our  new  premises,  we  have  re- 
duced our  Overhead  Expenses  so 
much  that  we  are  prepared  to  sur- 
prise you  with  our  prices! 
Furniture  in  the  Latest  Styles  at 
Worth-While  Savings! 


|  Evans    &    Gordon  j 

j  HOME   FURNISHERS 

1133-35   St.  Clair  Ave.   W. 
:     Open  Evenings  Kenwood  5331     i 

Then  there's  the  one  about  the 
one-eyed  Scotchman  who  demanded 
a  half  price  ticket  to  the  movies. 


(Stranger  coming  into  cafeter- 
ia) :  "I  want  to  see  the  proprietor. 
Is  the  gentleman  in? 

Mr.  Robb:  "Yes,  I'm  in." 

Stranger:  "Are  you  the  proprie- 
tor?" 

Mr.  Robb:  "No,  I'm  the  gentle- 
man, the  proprietor  is  in  the  back 
room." 


"Red  Laurence  claims  he  can't 
shave  until  "old  man  time"  comes 
round  again  with  the  scvthe. 


a... 


New  '30  claims  that,  some  time 
ago  he  discovered  the  secret  of  per- 
petual youth — We're  inclined  to  be- 
ieve  it  must  have  been  at  the  a<re 
of  five. 
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J.   W.  FOSTER 

The  Oakwood-St.  Clair  Barber 

Three  Chairs 

The  Clean  tJp-to-Date  Shop 

We  cut  your  hair  the  way  you  want  it. 

Soanes    Senior:    This   hurts    me  Blanche  just  found  out  yester- 

more  than  it  does  you.  day  that  it  is  impossible  to  wear 

Soanes  Secundus:  Corporal  pun-  a  law  suit. 
ishment  is  surely  sufficient  indig- 
nity, kindly  spare  me  the  insult  to         If  you  walk  in  your  sleep — take 

my  intelligence.  car-fare. 


[    5c     Dainty's  Orchard  Fruit  Suckers     5c    | 

I  "They're  Pure  That's  Sure"  j 

Save  the   Coupons  and   Win   a   Prize! 

$50.00  First  Prize— $25.00  Second   Prize 

Also  50  Beautiful  Wrist  Watches  and  50  Fountain  Pens. 

DAINTY    CONFECTIONS   LTD. 

i      107  ATLANTIC  AVE.  TORONTO     I 

E ■ • [fl 

First  Second  Former:     Look  at  Wanted 
that  funny  man  across  the  street.  Red    Laurence    will    pay   a   fail- 
Second  Small  child:  What  is  he  price   (see  definition  first  please) 
doing?  for  a  second-hand  wheel-barrow  to 
First  Also :  He's  sitting  talking  carry  books  to  and  from  his  locker. 
to  a  banana  skin.  Tires  must  be  in  good  condition. 


„H 


"If  you'll  take  the  pains  to  come  in, 

Our  Shoes  will  help  the  pain  to  come  out." 

HARRY   YOUNG 

(The  House  of  Superior  Foot  Service.) 
;     961  Bloor  St.  W.  At  Dovercourt  Toronto 

E 
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ORGKET  at   least    a    pari    of  your 
troubles  Let  St.  Clair  Press 

print  for  you 

ST.   CLAIR   PRESS 

Print  its  to  Particular  People 


7H7  St.  Clair  W. 


Hill.  8900 


While   mournfully   chanting   the  Dawson  '29  says:  Look  wise  and 

"Prisoner's  Song"  the  other  night,     fool  'em. 
Findlay  '28,  left  out  three  bars  and 

the  prisoner  escaped.  Morning  Prayers  In  Assembly  Hall 

And  give  us  this  day  our  daily 
bread. 


Mr.  Chrysler:  Who  were  the  Cy-  (First    Former    who    has    been 

clops'?  reading  Treasure  Island. — Yo!  ho! 

mi-"  i  -or.    ,-.      i                   i  an'  a  bottle  o'  rum. 
hlliot  29:  Greek  motorcycle  cops, 


It's    the   call   of   the   wild    that 
brings  Mr.  Dunklev  into  5B  every 


Euripides  pants  you'll  expose  me.     day, 


ATTENTION!  Young  Men! 

WHY  PAY  MORE? 

Smart  styles!     Snappy  materials! 
Tailored   to    your   measure. 


SUITS 
TUXEDOS 
TOPCOATS 


One 

Price 

Only 

With  EXTRA  PANTS  $29.00 


$22.50 


Any    Style — Any    Material — Any    Size 
The   best   value   in   Toronto! 


See  our  excellent  variety  of  unbeatable  values  in 

first  quality  furnishings. 

"Satisfaction    guaranteed    or    your   money    back." 


Henry  Clavir 

(Formerly  One  of  the  Boys — "Nuff  Sed") 

1224    ST.   CLAIR    AVE. 

(One   Block   West   of   Dufferin   St.) 

Ken.    2272  Open    Evenings 


Pay    Eighty-thre 
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1068  Dovercourt  Rd. 
Lombard  6552 


1106  St.  Clair  Ave. 
Kenwood  5329 

Also  1302  St.  Clair 


52  Vaughan  Rd. 

Hillcrest  3023 


W.  H.   COCHRANE 


I  BAKERY  i 

[     Wedding  and  Fancy  Cakes     Home-Made  Bread.  Cakes  and  Pastry     [ 


H« 


JIMMIE'S 

For  your  Haircut 

Any  Style 

93.   »T.  CLAIR  AT  OAKWOOD 


..Q 


-L-] 


No  Mo-Odo,  50c 

The  All  Canadian  Harmless 
Corrective  f  o  r  Excessive 
Perspiration. 


Manufactured  by 

I  C.  G.  WHEBBY  | 

Phm.  B. 

261  Avenue  Road 

TORONTO 

"Professional  Pharmacy"        j 

I      Telephones:  Randolph  3892      [ 

!    Prescriptions    Randolph    0223    1 


Please ! 
No! 

Aw  please! 
I  said  no ! 
Aw,  come  on. 
Absolutely  no! 
Just  this  once. 
For  the  last  time  No ! 
Aw  Ma,  all  the  other  boys  are  go- 
ing: bare-foot  now. 


First  Form:  Teacher!  Teacher! 
You  forgot  to  give  us  our  home- 
work ! 

Fifth  Form:  "Doing  Anything?" 
— "Naw  I  don't  think  so." — "Well 
let's  take  a  class  then." 


Miss  Franklin:  What  do  you 
mean  when  you  say  Benedict  Ar- 
nold was  a  Janitor? 

Durham:  Well  the  book  says  that 
after  his  exile  he  spent  his  life  in 
abasement. 
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ALWAYS  ORIGINAL 

PHIL'S  CUSTOM-TAILORED 

SUITS 

OR  OVERCOATS 
340  PATTERNS  AND  STYLES! 


$21 


.50 


Fittings 


Hand  Tailored  from  Fine  English  Worsteds,  Hymo 
Fronts,  Cold  Water  Shrunk  Tapes,  No-way  No-sag 
Pockets,  Silk  Lined,  and  Unconditionally  Guaranteed. 

NO  EXTRAS 

We  Also  Handle  a  Complete  Line  of  Hats  and 
Gent's  Haberdashery. 


Phil  BERNARD 

MASTER  TAILOR 

1160  St.  Clair  Allen  Theatre  Block 


MENTION  THIS  PAPER 


a 
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Entrance 
1   Appleton  Ave. 


I'hone 
LOmhard  9895 


DR.  H.  M.  CORLETT 

DENTIST 

Corner  St.  Clair  and  Appleton  Aves. 

(Over  Post  Office) 

Open  Evenings  by  Appointment. 


H... 


Mr.  Robb  (after  a  stormy  session 
in  VA,  noon  hour)  :  Baggs!  Did  you 
throw  that  wad  that  stuck  on  the 
blackboard  ? 

Baggs  '28:  (indignantly):  No 
sir!  Mine  didn't  stick. 


Hankins  "28  (in  caf.  line-up) : 
"Could  you  pass  the  bread  ?" 

Thomson  '28:  I  think  I  can.  1 
move  pianos  all  summer. 


First  crook  (in  hotel  room)  :  Sax- 
did  youse  see  dis  sign,  "Have  you 
left  anything?" 

Second  Used  Car  Salesman: 
Dat's  right,  we  might  as  well  take 
de  lamp  shade  after  all. 


Giraldo:  What's  the  charge  for 
this  battery? 

Mechanic :  Three  amperes. 

Giraldo:  Well,  how  much  is  that 
in  Canadian  monev? 


Gord  Way  '29 :  Ma  got  me  a  new 
dictionary,  but  I  don't  have  to  read 
it,  it's  self-pronouncing. 


Helen  '28:  I've  just  come  from 
the  beauty  parlour. 

Eleanor  '29:  What!  Were  they 
closed  already? 


Henning  '29:  Why  don't  you  put 
on  your  slicker? 

Edmonds  '29:  1  can't.  I  got  a 
book  in  one  hand  and  it  won't  go 
through  the  sleeve. 


McKay  '30  says  he  likes  his  new 
slicker   alright,   only   he  can't   get 


Tee:   "My  girl   has  lots  of  per- 


used to  the  wood  across  the  should-     sonality." 

ers  and  the  hook  keeps  pushing  his         Hee:     "Mine    isn't    goodlooking 

hat  off.  either." 


THE   VERY   BEST 

Sporting  and  Athletic  Goods 

Complete  stock  of  Sports  Equipment  for  every  game  at  all  limes. 

College  Sweaters,  Crests,  etc.  I 

Brown's    Sports    &    Cycle    Co.,    Limited   1 

Formerly  Percy  A.  Mc Bride's  Sporting  Goods 
j      313-345  YONGE  ST.  TORONTO      \ 

ii a 
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REMEMBER  MOTHER'S  DAY 
2nd  Sunday  in  May 

WALSH,  FLORIST 

649  St.  Clair  Ave. 

Near  Wychwood 

Prompt  Deliveries  to  All  Parts  of  City. 


First   Indian:    Let's   go   on   the 
warpath. 


Who  Says 

"And   you're   supposed   to   be   a 


George:  Last  night  I  dreamt  I 
married  the  smartest  looking  girl 
in  the  world. 

Georgina:  Oh  George!  Were  we 
happy? 


Second   Indian:   We   can't.     It's     Cadet." 
being  paved.  "There    is    no    intermission    be 

tween  periods." 

"You're  not  worth   the  varnish 
you  wear  off  the  seat." 
"Here's   my   calling-card." 
"I  fear  you  will  meet  with  de- 
feat." 

"Hence — thusly — in     like     man- 
ner— as  a  result." 

"I  s'pose  you  think  I  didn't  see. 
Eh  ?" 

"Do  you  realize  that  you  are  ser- 
iously disrupting  the  process  of  ad- 
ministration   within    this    institu- 
Dellabough  '28  (on  'phone)  :  Will     tion?" 
you    please   put    Marjorie   on    the 

^ 'irate  Father :  What  do  you  think         He :  Have  a  cigarette ? 
mv  daughter  is?  A  tight-rope  walk- 
er? 


Salter  '28  (on  office  duty)  :  A 
man  called  while  you  were  out  sir, 
and  said  he'd  like  to  thrash  you. 

Principal:  What  did  you  say? 

Salter  '28:  I  just  said  I  was  very 
sorrv  vou  weren't  in. 


She:  Sir!  I  go  to  Havergal. 
He:  Pardon  me.    Have  a  cigar. 


R.  DUFF 

Fine  Shoe  Repairing 
1028  ST.  CLAIR  AVENUE 

When  in  boot  trouble,  be  sure  to  repair  to 
DUFF'S  SHOE  REPAIR 
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Serve    a    tasty    dinner    or 
luncheon  at  the  noon  hour 
at  the 

Oakwood   and   St. 
Clair    Shop 

Let  us  cater  to  vour  taste. 


5A-C 

There  is  a  class  5A  and  C, 

As  l>i»'  as  any  class  could  be — 

Ask  Mr.  Robb. 
They  work  with  all  their  might  and 

main. 
Put  school  before  all  other  claim. 

Ask  Mr.  Robb. 
They'll  die  of  work  before  they're 

old, 
Because    "The    good    die    young" 

we're  told — 

Ask  Mr.  Robb. 


"Prithee  Aristides,  knowest  thou 
if  one  dost  require  a  license  to  hunt 
bear?" 

Avaunt,  Sinon,  thou  jester,  the 
law  permits  no  such  unseemly  dis- 
play. 


2">  Shops 


a 


"Four  bawls  and  I  walk,"  said 
e  Mr.  Dunkley,  slipping  out  of  his 
1      nice  warm  bed,  as  the  future  girl's 

rli     baseball  champion  yelled  from  her 

cradle. 

Hozack   '28:   I've    called    to  see 
about  a  job. 

Boss:  But  I  do  all  the  work  my- 
self. 

Hozack:  Fine!  When  do  I  start. 


Day  '29:  What  do  you  think 
about  love? 

Jane  Blachford:  (drawing  away 
suspiciously)  :  Are  you  a  tabloid 
reporter  ? 


"I  demand  justice,  justice" 
screamed  the  pupil. 

Try  and  remember  you  are  in 
school,  please,  said  the  teacher. 


Barber  College  Yell 

How  about  some  hair  oil? 

Mow   about  a  rub? 

I  low   about  a  neck  shave? 

Or  a  facial  scrub? 

Clip  'em  on  the  chin,  boys! 
Clip  'em  on  the  dome! 
Cut  yourself  a  piece  of  throat 
And  make  yourself  at  home. 


CAMP  WITH  THE  "Y" 

at 

PINE    CREST 

Muskoka 
JULY  fi— AUG.  17 

Camp  Booklet  Mailed  on 

Request. 

Phone  RA.  :>171 
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POIIOf^'^    I    I  Our  Daily  Experience 

M.     \J  IJ  B-i  \J  \J  l\      kJ  in   recommending   Young  Men   and 


WHERE  QUALITY  and  ECON- 
OMY  MEET 

SHOES  for  the    Whole    Family  at 
Unequalled    Prices 

We  Show  Every  Season  the  Latest 
Styles 

We  buy  direct  from  the  manufac- 
turer and   pass  the  jobber's 
profit  on  to  you. 


I  Pollock's  Shoe  Stores  | 

I       1292  and  996  Bloor  Street   West       j 

2916  Dundas  St.  W. 

1193  St.  Clair  W. 

|    566  Bloor  588  Danforth    1 


recommending  Young  Men  and 
Women  for  business  positions  leads 
us  to  strongly  recommend  every 
student  to  win 

Matriculation  as  a  good  foundation 
for   future   success. 

Following  this,  nothing  offers  so 
wide  a  field  of  opportunity  and 
such  promptness  in  promotion  and 
financial  returns  as  Business. 
A  few  months'  special  training  in 
one  of  our  Schools  opens  the  doo'' 
through  our  Employment  Depart- 
ment in  daily  operation  for  service 
to  employer  and  employee. 
Our  Curriculum  is  interesting.  It 
is  yours  for  asking. 


Shaw  Schools,  Limited 

Bay  &  Charles,  Toronto 
Operating  12  Centres  in  Toronto 


A  Quality  Service  That  Is  a  Genuine 
Economy 


Some  folks  still  cling  to  the  idea  that 
laundry  charges  are  expensive.  How- 
ever, hundreds  and  hundreds  of  thrifty 
housewives  are  each  week  learning  its 
genuine  economy. 

An  average  price  of  $1.30  for  a 
normal  family  wash  with  flat  wash 
ironed  is  shown  by  our  records. 

Surely  any  housewife  should  value 
her  time  more  highly  than  that  with- 
out considering  any  other  costs. 


We  Suggest 
Our  Damp 
Wash-Flat 

Work  Ironed 

8c  per  pound 

Minimum  $1 


Call 

Lombard 

2151 


BRIGHTON  LAUNDRY 


"The  Careful 
Laundrymen" 


LIMITED 


826  Bloor 
St.  West 
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Victoria  College 

in  the 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 

Founded  by  Royal  Charter  in  1836  "for  the  general 

education  of  youth  in  the  various  branches 

of  Literature  and  Science  on 

Christian  Principles." 

As  on,e  of  the  Federated  Colleges  in  the  Faculty  of  Arts  of 
the  University  of  Toronto,  Victoria  College  enrolls  students 
in  all  courses  leading  to  the  degrees  of  Bachelor  of  Arts, 
Commerce  and  Household  Science,  and  preparatory  to  admis- 
sion to  the  schools  of  Graduate  Studies,  Divinity,  Education, 
Law  and  Medicine. 


Rev.  R.  P.  Howies,  M.A.,  D.D.,  L.L.D., 

President. 


C  E.  Auger,  B.A., 
Registrar. 


"••a 


[qteeTTqI 

L     J  CONSOLIDATED,  LIMITED  L     J    I 

^^  CHAIN  STORES  ^^    j 

j    5c  to  $1  960  St.  Clair  Ave.  W.    | 
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H 0 

THE  WELL-GROOMED  MAN 
1      Commands    attention!       You    know     this — then     why    not     have     the     hest  7      \ 
[      Especially  as  the  cost  in  the  lung  run  is  the  same.  \ 


Super- 
Service 


El.  7720 


Home 
Service 


El.  S221 


OLD  MAN   ONTARIO  GUARANTEES 
all  work  satisfactory   including  repairs,  or  charges   refunded- 
Cosl    of   repairs   included   in   regular   laundry   charges. 


COMPANY 


LIMITED 


ry 


.,0      H" 


Trophy -Craft 

Limited 

Specializing  in  Designing  and 
Manufacturing 

School  Pins 
Class  Pins 
Pennants 
Sweater  Crests 
Greeting  Cards 
Dance  Programs 

YVe  also  carry  a  large  stock  of 

selected  Novelties  for  Gifts 

and  Prizes. 

252i/2  YONGE  STREET 
TORONTO 

In  business    for    12  years  on 
King  Street. 


WEAR 

Slater    Shoes 

AND 
BE  IX  STYLE. 


S.CLELAND 

( Former   Oakwoodite ) 

1030  St.  Clair  Ave. 


Est.  1895 


Lorn.  1327  ! 


„a     e. 
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The  Farmers  Dairy 
Company,  Limited 

Walmer  Road  and  Bridgman  Street 
I  Ustributors  of 

Milk,  Cream,  Butter,  Ice  Cream  and  Golden 
Guernsey  Certified  Milk. 


Telephone  Service  Day  and  Night,  Hill.  4400 

E 

I  BREDirrS BREAD 

IS  BEST 

HILLCREST  5000 

|  Boake  Shoe  House 

952  St.  Clair  Avenue  West 

Midi  GRADE  FOOTWEAR  AND  EOSIERY 

LLoyd.  7171 
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FOR  THAT 


Weil-Dressed  Feeling 


Young    Men 

Wear 

Charles'    Suits 

Hats 

Furnishings 

Open    Evenings    until    10 
o'clock. 


E.  R.  Charles 

CLOTHIER  TO  MEN  AND  BOYS 

1218-1220  St.  Clair  Ave.  W. 

Kenwood  1377 
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ST.   CLAIR  MOTORS  LIMITED 

|  Authorized  | 

CHEVROLET  AND  OLDSMOBILE  DEALERS 

|     New  Cars  Used  Cars  Service     j 

791  St.  Clair  Ave.  VV.,  Hill.  8201-2 

h k 
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GIRLS'  CLUB  CABINET 


Margaret  Hill,  Elizabeth  Gillespie,  Betty  Thompson,  Miss  Chantler,  Evelyn  Isaacs. 
Mary  Don  Carlos,  Dorothy  Hewitt,  Betty  Bastido,  Margaret  Cork  (President), 
Charlotte  Horner,  lima  Harkness. 


Note  the  new  address, 
12  Adelaide  Street  West 

Just  around  the  corner 


Phone  Adel.  9.~>9S 


G.  HAWLEY  WALKER 


Maker  of  s>ood  clothes  for  Men  and  Young  Men. 


Why  not  try  our  innovation  suits? 

The  Range  $2o.00,  $30.00  and  $35.00 

Made  To  Measure  Only 
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For  Good  Printing** 

Our   Plant   is   fully   equipped  to   handle   all  kinds   of  Printing.     Wc 
specialize  in  magazine,  pamphlet  and  commercial  stationery. 
"If  it's  Printed  we  do  it." 
Ask  for  quotations  on  your  next  requirement. 


Charters  Publishing  Co.  Ltd. 


HEAD  OFFICE:  BRAMPTON 

Branches:  2901  Dundas  St.  West 
New  Toronto 


Weston,  Out. 


Port  Credit,  Out. 


Cry  heard  on  receipt  of  Term  re- 
port : — 

"Bring  out  ashes  and  my  best 
suit  of  sackcloth." 


Someone  would  like  to  know  if 
Speight  has  moved  in  from  Port 
Credit  yet? 


Ye  Olde  Englishe  Cawnpersishun 

Wile  wawking  awn  a  moest  bew- 
tius  avinyou  i  espyed  inn  thugh 
dym  and  farr  awf  disdance  a 
yewthful  creeteur  ful  uv  grayse  an 
thugh  joey  uv  lfy.  Shee  tript  dane- 


13" 


tillie  awn  thugh  rode  an  gaisd  thot- 
fulee  at  thugh  medo.  Shee  proc- 
ceedd  slolee  ass  iff  spelbownd  bi 
thugh  syt  b4  hur  ies.  i  sawftlee 
travursed  thee  innturveening  dis- 
tance too  hur  syd.  Shee  looked  att 
mee  appeellinglee  owt  uv  hur  sawft 
sadd  ies  uv  depe  bronse.  i  spak 
genntlee  an  plaised  a  hannd  awn 
hur  silcan  sholdur. 

Didd  shee  repulze  mee?     Kno! 
Shee  swetelee  mooed  applaws. 
bi  a  perfessur's  chyled 

eye  ee  Bessie  Potts 


The  School   Library 

has  for  sale 

Oakwood  writing  paper  and  envelopes 

Oakwood  loose-leaf  notebooks  and  paper  fillers 

Departmental  examination  reprints 
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CONGRATULATIONS  TO  THE  1951  CLASS 

horn 

THE  MOUNT  DENNIS  BAPTIST  CHURCH 

Weston   Road   at   Sunnybrae   Crescent 
REV.  MALCOLM  F.  MORDEN,  '39,  Pastor 
A  FRIENDLY  WELCOME  AWAITS  YOU 


Congratulations   to 
Miss  Jean  Leverton 

and   the  graduates   of   '51 

EDWARD  ST. 
BAPTIST  CHURCH 

St.  Thomas.    Ontario 


Congratulations  to 
1 95 1  GRADUATING  CLASS 

STOUFFVILLE    UNITED 
MISSIONARY  CHURCH 

Rev.    H.    S.   Hallman,    Minister 
Tel.  81-J-3 


ST.  JACOBS 

MENNONITE 

CHURCH 

Eight  miles  north  of  Kitchener  on  No.  85 

Rev.  Roy  S.  Koch,  b.a.,  b.th.,  Pastor 

Services:  9:45  a.m.,  11:00  a.m., 
7:45  p.m. 

Wed.  Prayer  Meeting  at  8:00  p.m. 

We  heartily  invite  Students   and  triends 
to    visit    us. 


Congratulations   to    1951 
Graduates 


Makers  of  Fine 

JEWELLERY   CASES 

PAPER  BOXES 

DISPLAYS 

For    Merchandise    in 
Retail    Stores 

The  William  J. 

ANDERSON 

Company  Limited 

WHITBY  ONTARIO 


Iiirax    Pati-nt    No.    :l2Gf,18 


Middies  and  Gym  Togs 

FOR  SMART  COLLEGIATE  AND 
SUMMER  CAMP  WEAR 


ARE  FEATURED  AT 
EATON'S 

In  the  Girls'  Department 
Third  Floor  Centre 

Here  the  collegiate  age  girl  may  be  com- 
pletely outfitted  in  up-to-date  reasonably 
priced  school  and  camp  apparel.  Regula- 
tion school  middies  in  full  size  range  may 
be  had  with  the  Oakwood  school  crest  on 
sleeve — in  white  jean  or  navy  flannel. 


Other  well-known  lines  of  middies  in  white 
and  colors  suitable  for  camp  or  school  wear 
and  regulation  navy  serge  bloomers  are  also 
carried  in  complete  stock. 

Gym  tunics  in  navy  serge,  pleated  to  yoke 
and  worn  with  middies  or  separate  blouses, 
are  greatly  favored  for  sports  or  gym  wear 
and  come  priced  according  to  quality. 

Featured  in  the  Department  are  the  knit-to- 
order  wool  sweaters  done  in  school  colors. 

For  further  Information  enquire  in  The 
Qirls'  Department,  Third  Floor 

■T.EATON  CflU. 

TORONTO  CANADA 
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for  Energy 


Neilson's  Jersey  Milk  Chocolate  has  wonderful  sus- 
taining power.  Before  you  go  on  the  gym  floor — or 
the  tennis  court — the  ball  ground — or  before  you 
make  any  sustained  exertion — eat  a  Jersey  Milk 
Bar.  You  will  be  surprised  at  the  way  you  can 
"snap  into"  the  work  without  tiring. 

Other  Bars  with  Jersey  Milk  Chocolate 
Jersey  Nut  Jersey  Almond 

I    Jersey  Fruit  Jersey  Brazil 

Jersey  Tablets 

|  Chocolate  Bars 

The  Best  Candy  Value  in  Canada. 


IMIIIMIII 
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